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[Eg The Reader is def red to obſerve, that the Paſſages omitted in tue 
| Repreſentation at the Theatres are here preſerved, and marked 
with inverted Commas ; as in Line 9 to 20 in Page 7,—— — 

5 Alſo the additions made at the Theatres are diſtinguiſhed by italics, i 


between inverted commas, as in Line 31 in Page 20. 


P R O L OG U: k. 
Spoken by Mr. G AR RICK. 

C,* ITICKS, your favour is our author's right— 
The well-known ſcenes we ſhall preſent to-night 
Are no weak efforts of a modern pen, 
But the ftrong touches of immortal Ben ; | 
A rough old bard, whoſe honeſt pride diſdain d 
Applauſe it/elf, unleſs by merit gain d | 
And wou'd to-night your loudeſt praiſe diſclaim, g 


Shou d his great ſhade perceive the doubtful fame, 

Not to his labours granted, but his name. 

Boldly he wrote, and boldly told the age, 

*© He dar'd not proſtitute the uſeful tage, 

«© Or purchaſe their delight at ſuch a rate, 
As, for it, he himſelf muſt juſtly hate : 

But rather begg'd they wou'd be pleas'd to ſee © 
From him, ſuch plays as other plays ſhou'd be: 
Mou d learn from him to ſcorn à motley ſcene, 

% And leave their monſters, to. be pleas d with men. 
Thus ſpoke the bard—and tho the times are chang'd, 
Since his free muſe for fools the city raug'd; 
And ſatire had not then appear d in ſtate, 

To laſh the finer follies of the great, 

Yet let not prejudice infeet your mind, 

Nor flight the gold, becauſe not quite refin'd ; 

With no falſe niceneſs this performance view, 

Nor damn for low, æohate er is juſt and true: 

Sure to thoſe ſcenes ſome honour ſbou'd be paid, 

Which Cambden patronix d, and Shakeſpeare play d. 
Nature was nature then, and flill ſurvives ; 

The garb may alter, but the ſubſtance lives, | 
Lives in this play where each may find complete, 
His pictur d ſelf ——T hen favour the decei. 
Kindly forget the hundred years between ; 

Become 01d Britons, and admire old Ben, 
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EVERY MAN IN HIS 
HUMOUR. 


c — 


. 
SCENE, A court ard before Kno'well's Houſe. 


Enter Kno'well and Brain-worm. 


Knoavell. Goodly day toward! and a freſh morn- 
ing! Brain-aworm, | | 

Call up your young maſter : Bid him riſe, fir. 

Tell him, I have ſome buſineſs to employ him. 

Brat. I will, fir, preſently. 

Ko. But hear you, firrah, 

If he be at his book, diſturb him not. 7 
Brai. Well ſir. | 5% A 

Kuno. How happy yet, ſhould T eſteem myſelf, 

Could I (by any practice) wean the boy 

From one vain courſe of ſtudy, he affects. 

He is a ſcholar, if a man may truſt 

'The liberal voice of Fame, in her report, 

Of good account in both our ee, 


- Either of which hath favour'd him with graces: 


But their indulgence muſt not ſpring in me 

A fond opinion, that he cannot err. 

Myſelf was once a ſtudent, and, indeed, 

Fed with the ſelf- ſame humour he is now, 

Dreaming on naught but idle Poetry, 

That fruitleſs, — unprofitable art; 

Good unto none, but leaſt to the profeſſors, 

Which, then, I thought the miſtreſs of all Knowledge: 

But ſince, time and the truth have wak'd my judgment, 

And reaſon taught me better to diſtinguiſh 

The vain from th' uſeful learningss. 

De Enter Maſter Stephen. 

Couſin Stephen! | 

What news with you, that you are here ſo early? 
1 e 
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Step. Nothing, but &en come to fee how you do, 
uncle. N 

Kno. That's kindly done, you are welcome, Coz. 

Step. Ay, I know that ſir, Iwould not ha' come elſe. 
How does my couſin Edvard, uncle? N | 

Kro. O, well Coz, go in and ſee: I doubt he be 
{carce ſtirring yet. as. _ LEED 

Step. Uncle, afore I go in, can you tell me, an' he 
have e're a book of the ſciences of hawking and hnnt- 
ing ? I would fain borrow it. TOO Op | 
Kno. Why, I hope you will not a hawking now, will 
you? | 


uncle: J have bought me a hawk, and a hood, and 
bells, and all; I lack nothing, but a book to keep it by. 

Kno, O, moſt ridiculous. ne 2s | 

Step. Nay, look you now, you are angry, uncle: 
why you know an? a man have not ſkill in the hawk- 
ing and hunting languages now-a days, I'Il not give a 
ruſh for him. They are more ſtudied than the Greet, or 
the Latin. He is for no gallants company without 'em: 
And by gads-lid I ſcorn it, I, ſo I do, to be a conſort 
for every Hum-drum, hang em ſcroyls, there's nothing 
in 'em, i' the world. What do you talk on it? becauſe 1 


dwell at Hog ſden, I ſhall keep company with none but the 


archers of Finſbury, or the citizens, that come a duck- 
ing to //lington ponds ? A fine jeſt 1'faith : lid, a gentle- 
man mun ſhow himſelf like a gentleman. Uncle, I 
pray you be not angry, 1 know what I haye to do, I 
trow, I am no novice. | © | 
Kno. You are a prodigal abſurd coxcomb : Go to. 
Nay, never look at me, it's I that ſpeak. | 
Take't as you will fir, PII not flatter you. 
Ha' you not yet found means enow to waſte 
That which your friends have left you, but you muſt 
Go caft away your money on a kite, ; GY 
And know not how to keep it, when you ha' done ? 
O it's comely ! this will make you a gentleman ! 


Well couſin, well! I-ſee you are e'en paſt hope 


Of all reclaim ; Ay, ſo, now you are told on it, 1 
| 15 . | | ou 


Step. No wuſſe, but I'll practiſe againſt next year, 1 
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You look another way. TEES | 
Step. What would you ha' me do? 18 
Kno. What would I have you do? Ill tell you, kinſ- 
5 mn} 
Learn to be wiſe, and praQtiſe how to thrive, 
That would I have you do: And not to ſpend 
You coin on every bauble that you fancy, 
Or every fooliſh brain that humours you. 
© I would not have you to invade each place, 
Nor thruſt yourſelf on all ſocieties, 
Till mens affections, or your own deſert, 
Should worthily invite you to your rank. 
He that is ſo reſpectleſs in his courſes, 
Oft ſells his reputation at cheap market. 
Nor would I, you ſhould melt away your ſelf 
In flaſhing bravery, leſt while you affect 
To make a blaze of gentry to the world, 
A little puff of ſcorn extinguiſh it, 5 
And you be left like an unſav'ry ſnuff, 
* Whoſe property is only to offend.” 
I'd ha? you ſober, and contain yourſelf ; 
Not that your ſail be bigger than your boat ; 

1 But moderate your expences now (at firſt) 

x As you may keep the ſame proportion ſtill. 

1 Nor ſtand fo much on our gentility, 

Which is an airy, and mere borrow'd thing, | 
From dead mens duſt, and bones ; and none of yours, 
Except you make, or hold it. Who comes here? 

1 | | Enter a Servant. 

3 Serv. Save you, gentlemen. 

: Step. Nay, we do not ſtand much on our gentility, 
friend; yet you are welcome; and I aſſure you mine 
uncle here is a man of a thouſand a year, Midale- 
ſex land: he has but one ſon in all the world, I am his 
next heir (at the common law) Maſter Stephen, as ſim- 

le as I ſtand here, if my couſin die (as there's hopes 
he will) I have a pretty living o' mine own too, be 
ide; hard by here 

4 Serv. In good time, fir, 

N Step. In good time, ſir? why! and in very good 

Z time ſir: Youdo not flout, friend, do you? 
| ' if Serv. 
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Serv. Not I, fir, 2 
Step. Not you, fir? you were not beſt, fir; an' 
you ſhould, here be them can perceive it, and that 


quickly too; go to: and they can give it again 


loundly too, an' need be. 


Serv. Why, fir, let this ſatisfy you; good faith, 


J had no ſuch intent. 3 

Step. Sir, an' I thought you had, I would talk with 
you, and that preſently. 

Serw, Good 
your pleaſure. 


Step. And ſo I would, ür, good my ſaucy com- 


panion! an' you were out o' mine uncle's ground, 


I can tell you; though I do not ſtand upon my gen- 


tility neither in't. 


Kno. Couſin ! Couſin ! will this ne'er be left? 

Step. Whorſon baſe fello'” a mechanical ſerving- 
man! By this cudgel, an' 'twere not for ſhame, I 
would | 

Kno. What would you do, you peremptory gpl ? 
If you cannot be quiet, get you hence. 
You ſee, the honeſt man demeans himſelf 


Modeſtly tow'rds you, giving no reply | 


To your unſeaſon'd, quarrelling, rude faſhion : 

And ſtill ys huff it, with a kind of carriage 

As void of wit, as of humanity. | 

Go, get you in; fore heaven, I am aſham'd _ 

Thou haſt a kinſman's intereſt in me. [Exit Stephen, 
Serv. I pray, fir, is this maſter Kno'well's houle ? 
Kuno. Yes marry is it, fir, 

Serv. I ſhould enquire for a gentleman here, one 
Maker Edward Kno'well ; do you know any ſuch, fir, 
I pray you? t | 

Kno. I ſhould forget myſelf elſe, ſir. 

Serv. Are you the gentleman ? cry your mercy, 
fir ; I was requir'd by a gentleman i' the city, as 1 


rode out at this end o'the town, to deliver you this 


letter, fir. 


Kno. To me, fir! © What do you mean ? pray you 
remember your court'lie.” (To his moſt ſelected friend 


Maſter 


maſter Stephen, ſo you may, fir, at 
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Mafter Edward Kno'well.) What might the gen- 
tleman's name be, fir, that ſent it ? nay, pray you 
be cover'd. | 8 * 
Serv. One maſter Well-bred, fir. | | 
Kno. Maſter Well-bred! A young genfleman ? is 
he not ? ; ny ; | 
Serv. The ſame, fir, Maſter Kiteley married his 
ſiſter: The rich merchant i' the Old Jexury. 
Kno. You ſay very true. Brain-worm. 


Enter Brain- worm. 
Brain. Sir. 5 
Kno. Make this honeſt friend drink here, Pray 
you go in. | | 
This letter is directed to my ſon: 
Yet I am Edward Kno'awell too, and may, 
With the ſafe conſcience of good manners, uſe 
The fellows error to my ſatisfaction. | 
3 Well, Iwill break it ope (old men are curious) 
: Be it but for the ſtile's fake, and the phraſe, 
To ſee if both do anſwer my ſon's praiſes, 
Who is almoſt grown the Idolater, 
Of chis young Vell-bred: what have we here ? what's 


this? 
D | 
IV hy, Ned, I beſeech thee, haſt thou forfwworn all thy 
friends i th' Old Jewry ? or deft thou think us all Jews 
that inhabit there? * yet if thou doſt, come over, and but 
« ſee our frippery; change an old fhirt for a whole ſmock 
* with us: do not conceive that antipathy between us ana 
* Hogſden, as was between Jews and Hogs-fleſh,? 
Leave thy wigilant father alone, to number over his green 
apricots, evening and morning, o the North-weſt wall. 
an' I bad been bis ſon, I had ſav'd him the labour long 
fence, if taking in all the young wenches that paſs by at 
the back-door, and codling every kernel of the fruit for 
'em, would ha fery'd. But pr'y thee come over to mg 
Fred, this morning; 1 have hich a preſent for thee (cur 
urkey company never ſent the like to the Grand Signior.) 
One is a rbimer, fir, o your own batch, your own leven ; 
but doth think himſelf Poet-Major o the town, willing 
„ A 5 | | _ 
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to be ſhown, and worthy to be ſeen, The other=——[ 
ewill not venture his deſcription with you, till you come, 
becauſe I would ha' you make hither with an appetite. If 
the worſt of em be not worth your journey, draw your 
bill of charges, as unconſcionable as any Guild-hall wer- 
dict will give it you, and you ſhall be allow'd your 


viaticum. 


From the Wind-mill, 


From the Burdello, it might come as well, 
The Spittle, © or Pidt-hatch.“ Is this the man 
My ſon hath ſung ſo, for the happieſt wit, 
'The choiceſt brain, the times have ſent us forth ? 


I know not what he may be in the arts, 


Nor what in ſchools ; but ſurely, for his manners, 
T judge him a prophane and diſſolute wretch : 
Worſe by poſſeſſion of ſuch great good gifts, 


Being the maſter of ſo looſe a ſpirit. 


Why, what unhallow'd ruffian would have writ 
In ſuch. a ſcurrilous manner, to a friend ? 

Why ſhould he think, I tell my apricots,. 

Or play th' He/perian dragon with my fruit, 

To watch it ? Well, my ſon, I had thought 


You'd had more judgment t'have made election 
Of your companions, * than t' have ta'en on truſt 


such petulant, jeering gameſters, that can ſpare 


No argument, or ſubje& from their jeſt.” 


But I perceive affection makes a fool 


Of any man, too much the father. Brain-worm.. 


Enter Brain-worm, 5 

Brain. Sir. | 
Kno. Is the fellow gone that brought this letter 
Brain. Yes, fir, a pretty while ſince. 
Kno. And where's your young maſter ? 

- Brain. In his chamber, fir. | 
Kno. He ſpake not with the fellow, did he? 
Brain. No, fir, he ſaw him not. | 


Kno. Take you this letter, and deliver it my ſon ; 
But with no notice that I have open'd it, on your life. 
Brain. O Lord, fir, that were a jeſt indeed! [ Exit. 


Kno. I am reſolv'd I will not ſtop his journey, 


5 * go N 
F 
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Nor practiſe any violent means to ſtay 


The unbridled courſe of youth in him; for that 
Reſtrain'd, grows more impatient; and in kind 
Like to the eager, but the generous grey-hound, 

* Who ne'er ſo little from his game with-held, 


Turns head, and leaps up at his holder's throat.? - 


There is a way of winning more by love, 
And urging of the modeſty, than fear: 
Force works on ſervile natures, not the free. 


He that's compell'd to goodneſs, may be good; 


But 'tis but for that fit: where others, drawn 


By ſoftneſs and example, get a habit, 


Then, if they ſtray, but warn 'em; and the ſame | 
＋ _ n for virtue have Conn; they'll do for ſhame. 


[ Exit, 


SCEN E Young Kno'well's Study. 
Enter Edw. Kno'well and Brain-worm. 


E. Kno. Did he open it, ſay'ſt thou? 

Brain. Yes, o'my word, fir, and read the contents. 

E. Kao. That's bad. What countenance (pray thee) 
made he, i'th' reading of it? was he angry, or pleas'd? 

Brain. Nay, fir, I ſaw him not read it, nor open it, 
I aſſure your worſhip. 


E. Kno. No? how know'ſt thou, then, that he did 
either ? 
Brain, Marry fir, becauſe he charg'd me, on my life, 


to tell no body that he open'd it; which unleſs he had 
done, he would never fear to have it reveal'd. 


Z. Kuo. That's true: well, I thank thee, Brain- 
Worm. (Exit. 

| - Buter Maſter Stephen. 

Step. O, Brain-werm, did'ſt thou not ſee a fellow 
here in a what ha -call-him doublet? he brought mine 


uncle a letter e'en now. 


Brain. Yes, Maſter Stephen; what of him? 
Step. O, I ha' ſuch a mind to beat him 
Where is he? canſt thou tell? | 


Brain. Faith, he is not of that mind: he i is gone, | 


Maſter Stephen, 


Step, 


woollen ſtocking 


21:7 
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Step. Gone ! which way? when went he ? how long 
ſince ? 

Brain. He is rid hence: he took horſe at the ſireet- 
door. 
Step. And I ſtaid ? the fields! whorſon /eander-bag 


rogue! O that I had but a horſe to fetch him back 


again, 
. Why, you may ha' my maſter's gelding, to 
ſave your longing, ſir. 
Step. Put I ha? no boots, that's the ſpight on't. 
Brain, Why, a fine whiſp of hay, rolled hard, maſter 
Stephen. 
Step. No faith, it's no boot to follow him, now : let 


him e'en go and hang. Pr'ythee, help to truſs me a 


little. He does ſo vex me 

Brain. You'll be worſe vex'd when you are truſs'd, 
Maſter Stephen. Belt keep unbrac'd, and walk your 
ſelf till you be cold; your choler may founder you 
elſe. 

Step. By my faith, and ſo Iwill; now thou tell'ſt me 
on't ; how do'ſt thou like my leg, Brain-worm ? 

Brain. A very $0 ood leg, Maſter Stephen; but the 

oes not commend it ſo well. 

Srep. Foh, the ſtockings be good enough, now 
ſummer is coming on, for the daſt : I'll have a pair of 
fils againſt winter, that I go to dwell Yth'town. I think 
my leg would ſheu in a filk hoſe 

Brain. Believe me, Maſter Stephen, rarely well. 

Step. In ſadneſs, I think it would: I have a reaſon- 


able good leg. 


Brain, You have an excellent ood leg, Maſter 
Stephen ; but I cannot ſtay to praiſe it longer now, and 
Lam very forry for't. [ Exit. 

Step. Another time will ſerve, Brain-worn. Gra- 
mercy for this. 


Enter Young Kno'well. 


= Koo. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Step. Slid, I hope he Iaughs not at me, Fr he do— 
E. Kno. Here was a letter indeed, to be intercepted 


3 | by 
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by a man's father, and do him good with him! he 
cannot but think moſt virtuouſly, both of me, and the 
ſender, ſure; that make the careful coſter monger of 
him in our familiar epi/tles. © Well, if he read this 
with patience [I'll be gelt, and troll ballads for Mr. 
John Trundle yonder, the reſt of my mortality. It 
1s true, and likely, my father may have as much 
patience as another man ; for he takes much phy- 
ſick: and oft taking phyſick makes a man very 
patient. But would your packet, Maſter Wellbred, 
had arrived at him in ſuch a minute of his patience ;? 
I with I knew the end of it, which now is doubtful, and 
threatens What! my wiſe couſin ! nay, then P11 
furniſh our feaſt with one gull more tow'rds the meſs. 
He writes to me of a brace, and here's one, that's 
three: O for a fourth! Fortune, if ever thou'lt uſe 
thine eyes, J intreat thee — *** 
Step. O, now ſee who he laught at. He laught 
at ſome body in that letter. By this good light, an' 
he had laught at me-—— | Il 7.7 
E. Kno. How now, couſin Stephen, melancholy ? 
Step. Yes, a little. I thought you had laught at 
me, coufin, an N „ 
E. Kno. Why, what an' I had, coz? what would 
, oo 
Step. By this light, I would ha' told mine uncle. 
E. Kno. Nay, if you would ha' told your uncle, I 
did laugh at you, coz. 
Step. Did you indeed ? 
E. Kno. Yes, indeed. 
Step. Why, then—— 
E. Kno. What then? 
Step. I am ſatisfied, it is ſufficient. | | 
E. Kno. Why, be ſo, gentle coz. And, I pray you 
let me intreat a courteſy of you. I am ſent for, this 
morning, by a friend 1 th* Old Fewry, to come to 
him; it's but croſſing over the fields to Moor- gate 
will you bear me company ? I proteſt, it is not to draw 
you into bond, or any plot againſt the ſtate, coz. 
Step. Sir, that's all one, and twere; you ſhall _ 
| man 
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mand me twice ſo far as Moor gate, to do you good in 
ſuch a matter. Do you think I would leave you? I 
proteſt | | | | 
E. Kno. No, no, you ſhall not proteſt, coz. 
Step. By my fackings, but I will, by your leave; P1l 


proteſt more to my friend, than P11 ſpeak of, at this 
time. | | | 


E. Kno. You ſpeak very well, coz. 
Step. Nay, not ſo neither, you ſhall pardon me: 
but I ſpeak to ſerve my turn. 

E. Kno. Your turn, coz? Do you know what you 
ſay? A gentleman of your ſort, parts, carriage, and 
eſtimation, to talk o' your turn i' this company, and 
to me alone, like a tankard-bearer at a conduit! fie. 
© A wight, that (hitherto) his every ſtep hath left the 
< ſtamp of a great foot behind him, as every word the 
* ſavour of a ſtrong ſpirit! and he! this man! fo 
« grac'd, gilded, or (to uſe a more fit metaphor) ſo tin- 
* foiPd by nature, as not ten houſe-wives pewter 
© (again? a good time) ſhews more bright to the world 
© than he! and he (as I faid laſt, ſo I ſay again, and 
„ ſtill ſhall ſay it) this man! to conceal ſuch real or- 
* naments as theſe, and ſhadow their glory, as a 
« millener's wife does her wrought ſtomacher, with a 
* ſmoaky lawn, or a black cypreſs? O coz! it cannot 
be anſwer' d, go not about it. Drake's old ſhip at 
* Deptford may ſooner circle the world again.“ Come, 
come, wrong not the quality of your deſert, with look- 
ing downward, coz, . hold up your head, ſo: and 
let the idea of what you are, be portray'd i' your 
face, chat men may read i' your phyſiognomy. (Here, 
evithin this place is to be ſeen the true, rare, and accom- 
pliſbd monſter, or miracle of nature, which is all one.) 

What think you of this, coz ! 
Step. Why, I do think of it; and I will be more 
proud, and melancholy, and gentleman-like, than J 
have been; Pll enſure you. | 

E. Kno. Why, that's reſolute, maſter, Stephen] Now, 
if I can but hold him up to his height, as it is happily 
begun, it will do well for a ſuburb-humour : we oy 

#54 | | nap 


EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. 15 


4 hap have a match with the city, and play him for forty 
I pound. [A/ide.] Come, coz. | 
Step. I'll follow you. 

E. Kno. Follow me? you muſt go before. 

Step. Nay, an' I muſt, I will. Pray you, ſhew me, 
good couſin. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, the ſtreet before Cob's houſe. 
Enter Mr. Matthew. 


Mat. I think this be the houſe : what, hoa. 
| Enter Cob from the houſe. | 
Cob. Who's there? O, Maſter Mattheav ! gi your 
worſhip good morrow. : | 
Mat. What! Cos“ how doſt thou, good Cos? doſt 
thou inhabit here, Cob ? | 


Cob. J fir, I and my lineage ha” kept a poor houſe, 
here, in our days. 


Mat. Thy lineage, Monſfeur Cob, what lineage, 
5 © Cob. Why, fir, an ancient lineage, and a princely, 
Mine ance'try came from a king's belly, no worſe 
man : and yet no man neither (by your worſhip's 
leave, I did lie in that) but Herring, the king of fiſh, 
(from his belly I proceed) one o' the monarchs o' the 
world, I aſſure you. The firſt red herring that was 
broil'd in Adam and Ewe's kitchin, do I fetch my 
pedigree from, by the harrot's book. His Cob, wag 
my great-great-mighty-great grand-father. 
Mat. Why mighty? why mighty? I pray thee, 
< Cob. O, it was a mighty while ago, fir, and a 
mighty great Cob. He . 
Mat. How know'ſt thou that? | 
Cob. How know I? why, I ſmell his ghoſt, ever 
and anon. | | . | 
Mat. Smell a ghoſt? O unſavoury jeſt! and the 
ghoſt of a herring, Cob. : 
Cob. I fir, with favour of your worſhip's noſe, Mr, 
Matthew, why not the ghoſt of a herring Cob, as well 
as the ghoſt of raſher-bacon ? 8 
Mat. Roger Bacon, thou would'ſt ſa ? 
Cob. I fayraſher-bacon, They were both broil'd 
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o' th' coals; and a man may ſwell broil'd meat, I 

© hope? you are a ſcholar, upſolve me that, now.“ 
Mat. O raw ignorance!* Cob, canſt thou ſhew me 

of a gentleman, one Captain Babadil, where his lodg- 


ing is! | 4 


Cob. O, my gueſt, ſir! you mean. 

Mat. Thy gueſt! alas! ha, ha! oo 

Cob. Why do you laugh, fir? Do you not mean 
Captain Bobaail ? | 

Mat. Cob, *pray thee adviſe thyſelf well : do not 
wrong the gentleman, and thyſelf too. I dare be 
ſworn, he ſcorns thy houſe: he! he lodge in ſuch a 
baſe obſcure place, as thy houſe! tut, I known his diſ- 
poſition ſo well, he would not lye in thy bed, if thou'dft 
giv't him. | 

Cob. I will not give it him, though, fir. Maſs, I 
thought ſomewhat was in't, we could not get him to 
bed all night: well fir, though he lye not o' my bed, 
he lies o' my bench: an't pleaſe you to go up, fir, you 
ſhall find him with two cuſhions under his head, and 


his cloke wrapt about him, as though he had neither 


won nor loſt, and yet (I warrant) he ne'er caſt better 
in his life, than he has done to night. 

Mat. Why? was he drunk? 

Cob. Drunk fir ? you hear not me ſay ſo, Perhaps, 


he ſwallow'd a tavern-token, or ſome ſuch device, fir : 


I have nothing to do withal. I deal with water, and 
not with wine. GY me my bucket there hoa. God 
b' w' you, fir. It's fix a clock: I ſhonld ha' carried 
two turns, by this. What, hoa! my ſtoppel, come. 
Mat. Lye in a water-bearer's houſe! A pentle- 
man of his havings ! Well, I'll tell him my mind. 


Cob. What Tib, ſhew this gentleman up to the 


captain. ['Vib fews ſbews Mr. Matthew into the Aae, | 
Oh, an' my houſe were the brazen head now! 
faith it would e'en ſpeak Mo fools yet. You 
ſhould ha“ ſome now would take this Mr Matthew to 
be a gentleman, at the leaſt. His father's an ho- 
neſt man, a worſhipful fiſnmonger, and ſo forth; 


and now does he creep, and wriggle into acquaint- 


ance 
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ance with the all brave gallants about the town 
ſuch as my gueſt is: (O, my gueſt is a fine man) 
and they flout him invincibly. He uſeth every day 
to a merchant's houſe (where I ſerve water) one 
Maſter Kiteley's i' the? Old Fewwry ; and here's the jeſt, 
he is in love with my maſter's ſiſter, (Miſtreſs 
Bridget) and calls her miſtreſs : and there he will fit 
you a whole afternoon, ſometimes reading o' theſe 
abominable, vile, (a pox on 'em, I cannot abide 
them) raſcally verſes, Poyetry, Poyetry, and ſpeaking of 
Enterludes, *twill make a man burſt to hear him. 
And the wenches, they do ſo geer, and tie-he at him 
——- well, ſhould they do ſo much tome, I'd forſwear 
them all, by the foot of Pharaoh. There's an oath ! 
How many water-bearers ſhall you hear ſwear ſuch 
an oath! O, I have a gueſt (he teaches me) he does 
ſwear the legibleſt of any man chriſtened : By St. 
George, the foot of Pharaoh, the body of me, as 1 
am a gentleman, and a ſoldier : ſuch dainty oaths ! 
and withal, he does take this ſame filthy roguiſh To-- 
bacco, the fineſt and cleanlieſt! it would a man 
ood to ſee the fume come forth at's tonnels ! Well, 
he owes me forty ſhillings (my wife lent him out 
of her purſe, by ſix-pence at a time) beſides his lodg- 
ing: I would I had it. I ſhall ha't, he ſays, the next 
next Action. Helter ftelter, hang ſorrow, care'l] kill 
a cat, up-tails all, and a louſe for the hangman, [ Exit. 


e a2 04a 


SCENE à Room in Cob's Houſe, 
Bobadill d:/covered upon a bench. 


Bob. Hoſteſs, hoſteſs. 
„„ Enter Tib. 
Tib, What ſay you, fir? | 
Bob. A cup o' thy ſmall-beer, ſweet hoſteſs. 
Tib. Sir, there's a gentleman below would ſpeak 
with you, | 5 | 
Bob. A gentleman ! 'ods ſo, I am not within. 
716. My huſband told him you were, fir, 
Bob. What a plague hat meant he? Fc 
15 | | at, 
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Mat. [within | Captain Bobadil? 


Bob. Who's there? (take away the baſon, 200 
hoſteſs) come up, ſir. 

Tib, He would deſire you to come up, fir. You 
come into a cleanly houſe, here. 


Mat. *Save you, fir, ſave you, captain. 


- 


Bob. Gentle Maſter Marthew ! is it you, fir? vials . 


you to fit down ? 


Mat. Thank you good captain, you may ſee I am 
ſome what audacious. 


Bob. Not fo, fir. I was requeſted to ſupper, laſt 
night, by a fort of gallants, where you were wiſh'd tor, 


and erank to, I aſſure you. 


Mat. Vouchſaſe me, by whom, good captain? 

Bob. Marry, by young Well-bred, and others: Os 
hoſteſs, a ſtool here for this gentleman, 

Mat. No haſte, fir, *tis very well. 

Bob. Body of me! it was fo late &er we parted laſt 
night, I can ſcarce open my eyes yet; I was but new 
riſen, as you came: how paſles the day abroad, fir ? 
you can tell. 

Mar. Faith, ſome half hour to ſeven : now truſt 
me, you bens an exceeding fine lodging here, very 
neat and private ! 

Bob. Ay, fir: fit down, I pray you, Mr. Matthew 
(in any caſe) poſſeſs no gentlemen of our acquaint» 


ance, with notice of my lodging. 
Mat. Who! I fir? no. 


Bob, Not that I need to care who know it, for the 


cabbin is convenient, but in regard I would not be too 


popular, and generally viſited, as ſome are. 

Mat. True captain, I conceive you. 

Bob. For do you ſee, fir, by the heart of valour in 
me, (except 1t be to ſome peculiar and choice ſpirits, to 
whom I am extraordinarily engag'd, as yourſelf, or ſo) 


I could not extend thus far. 


Mat. O Lord, fir, I reſolve fo. 


[ Pulls cut a paper and reads it. 
Bob. I confeſs I love a cleanly and quiet privacy, 
above all the tumult and roar of fortune, What new 


book ha e ere? read it. What! Go by, Hieronymo “ 
Mat. 
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Mat. Ay, did you ever ſee it ated? is't not well 


pen'd ? 


Hob. Well pen'd ! I would fain ſee all the poets, 
of theſe times, pen ſuch another play as that was? 
they*ll prate and ſwagger, and keep a ſtir of art and 
devices, when (as I am a gentleman) read 'em, they 
are the molt ſhallow, pitiful, barren fellows, that 
live upon the face of the earth again. 
* Mat. Indeed, here are a number of fine ſpeeches 
in this book! O eyes, no eyes, but fountains fraught 
ih tears! There's a conceit! Fountains fraught 
with tcars! O life, ns life, but lively form of death / 
Another! O world, no world, bat maſs of publick 
Wrongs! A third! Confus'd and fill'd with murder, 
and miſdeeds ! A fourth! O, the Mujes ? Is't not ex- 
cellent? Is't not ſimply the beſt that ever you heard, 
captain? ha! how do you like it ? 
* Beb. Tis good.“ | to 
Mat. reads. To thee, the pureſt object to my ſenſe, 
The moſt refined efſence heav'n covers, 


Ok. ib My: 


Send I theſe lines, wherein I do commence, 


T he happy ſtate of turile-billing lovers, 

* If they prowe rough, unpoliſb' d, harſh, and rude, 
© Haſte made the waſte. Thus mildly, I conclude. _ 
Bob. "Tis good, proceed, proceed. Where's this? 
| IBobadill ig making ready this while. 
Mat. This, fir? a toy o'mine own, in my nonage; 
the infancy of my Muſes! But when will you come 
and ſee my ſtudy? good faith, I can ſhew you ſome 
very good things, I have done of late That boot 
becomes your leg, paſſing well, captain, methinks! 
Bob. So, ſo, it's the faihion gentlemen now uſe. 


Mat. Troth captain, and now you ſpeak o'the 


faſhion, Maſter HYell-bred's elder brother and I, are 


are fallen out exceedingly ; this other day, I happen- 


ed to enter into ſome diſcourſe of a hanger, which I 
aſſure you, both for faſhion and workmanſhip was 
moſt peremptory- beautiful, and gentleman-like? Yet 


he condemn'd, and cry'd it down for the moſt pyed 


and ridiculous that ever he ſaw, 
7 Bob. 


; 
| | 
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Bob. Squire Dewwnright, the half-brother, was't not? 

Mat. Ay, fir, George Downright. 3 

Bob. Hang him, rook, he! why he has no more 
judgment than a malt-horſe: By St. George, I won- 
der you'd loſe a thought upon ſuch an animal; the 
moſt peremptory abſurd clown of Chriſtendom, this 
day, he is holden. I proteſt to yon, as I am a gen- 
tleman and a ſoldier, I ne'er chang'd words with his 
like. By his diſcourſe, he ſhould eat nothing but hay : 
he was born for the manger, pannier, or pack ſaddle! 


he has not ſo much as a good phraſe in his belly, but 


all old iron, and ruſty proverbs! a good commodity 
for ſome ſmith to make hob-nails of. | 


Mat. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away with his 


man-hood ſtill, where he comes: he brags he will gi” 
me the baſtinado, as J hear. 


Bob. How | He the baftinado! How came he by 
that word, trow ? 1 | 

Mat. Nay, indeed, he ſaid cudgel me; I term'd it 
ſo, for my more grace. | £3 | 

Bob. That may be; for I was ſure it was none of 
his word: but when? when ſaid he ſo? | 

Mat. Faith, yeſterday, they ſay; a young gallant, 
a friend of mine told me ſo. | 

Bob. By the foot of Pharaoh, and *twere my caſe 
now, I ſhould ſend him a challenge preſently: the 


baſtinado! A moſt proper and ſufficient dependance, 


warranted by the great Caranza: come hither: you 
ſhall challenge him; PII ſhew you a trick or two, you 
ſhall kill him with, at pleaſure; the firſt ſtoccata, if 


you will, by this air, Pl] give you a l:fſon.” 
nde 


Mat. Indeed, you have abſolute knowledge i'the 
myſtery, I have heard, fir, | 


Bob. Of whom? of whom ha? you heard it, I be- 


ſeech you? 


Mat. Troth, I have heard it ſpoken of divers, that 
you have very rare, and un- in- One- breath- utter-able 
£111, fir. | p | | | | 

Bob. By Heav'n, no not I; no ſkill th the earth; 


ſome ſmall rudiments 1'the ſcience, as to know my 


time, 
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time, diſtance, or ſo: I have profeſt it more for no- 
blemen, and gentlemens uſe, than mine own practice, 
I ature you: * hoſteſs, accommodate us with another 
«* bed-ſtaf here, quickly; lend us another bed-ſtaff : 
the woman does not underſtand the words of action.“ 
Look you, fir : exalt not your point above this ſtate, 
at any hand, and let your poynard maintain your 
defence, thus; (give it the gentleman, and leave 
us,” ſo, fir. Come on: O, twine your body more 
about, that you may fall to a mare ſweet, comely, 
gentleman-like guard, ſo, indifferent: hollow your 
your body more, fir, thus: now, ſtand faſt o'your left 
leg, note your diſtance, keep your due proportion of 
time—O, you diforder your point, moſt irregularly ! 

Mat. How is the bearing of it now, fir ? 
Bob. O, out of meaſure ill! a well experienc'd 

© hand would paſs upon you at pleaſure. 
Mat. How mean you, fir, paſs upon me? 
Bob. Why thus, fir, (make a thrait 1 come 
in upon the anſwer, Controll your point, and make 
a full career at the body: the beſt practis'd gallants 
of the time name it the paſſada; a molt deſperate 
thruſt, believe it! fas „ 
Mat. Well, come, ſir. 
© Bob. Why, you do not manage your weapon with 
any facility or grace to invite me! I have no ſpirit 
* to play with you: your dearth of judgment renders 
vou tedious, | 
Mat. But one venue, fir, J 

Bob. Venue! fie; moſt groſs denomination, as 
© ever heard: O the ſtoccata, while you live, fir, note 
© that;? come, put on your cloak, and we'll go to 
ſome private place, where you are acquainted, fome 
tavern, or ſo - and have a bit « I'll ſend for one 
of theſe fencers, and he ſhall breath you, by my 
direction; and then I will teach 290 your trick: 

you ſhall kill him with it at the firſt, if you pleaſe. 
Why, I will learn you by the true judgment of the 
eye, hand, and foot, to controll any enemies point 
i'the world. Should your adverſary confront Gy 
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with a piſtol, *twere nothing, by this hand; you 
c ſhould by the ſame rule, conmell his bullet, in a 
line, except it were hail-ſhot, and ſpread. What 


money ha' you about you, Maſter Matibeuu? 


Mat. Faith, I ha' not paſt a two ſhillings, or ſo, 
Bob. Tis ſomewhat with the leaſt; but come; we 
will have a bunch of radiſh, and ſalt, to taſte our wine, 
and a pipe of tobacco, to cloſe the orifice of the ſto- 
mach; and then we'll call upon young Wellbred : 


perhaps we ſhall meet the Coridon, his brother there, 
and put him to the queſtion, *' [ Exeunt, 


———_ 


— 


AC 1 © 2 CENE 2 Warehouſe, belonging 
5 to Kitely. 
Enter Kitely, Caſh, and Down- right. 


Kite. HO MA, come hither. N 
There lies a note within upon my deſk, 
Here take my key: it is no matter neither. 


Where is the boy ? 


Caſh. Within, fir, i' th' warehouſe. | | 
Kite. Let him tell over ſtraight, that Spani/h gold, 
And weigh it, with the pieces of eight. Do you 
See the — of thoſe filver-ſtuffs,  _ 

To Maſter Lucar : Tell him if he will, 
He ſhall ha” the grograms, at the rate I told him, 
And I will meet him on the Exchange anon. | 

Caſh. Good, fir, | | AA. 

Kite. Do you ſee that fellow, brother Down-right ? 

Dow. Ay, what of him ? 

Kite. He 1s a jewel, brother. 

I took him of a child, up at my door, 
And chriſtened him, gave him mine own name Thomas, 


Since bred him at the hoſpital; where proving 


A toward imp, I call'd him home, and taught him 
So much, as I have made him my caſhier, 


And giv'n him, who had none, a ſurname, Cab; 


And find him in his place fo full of faith, 
That J durſt truſt my life into his hands, 
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Dow. So would not I in any baſtard's brother, 
As it is like he is ; although I knew 
Myſelf his father. But you ſaid yo' had ſomewhat 
To tell me, gentle brother, what is't? what is't? 

Kite. Faith, I am very loath to utter it, 

As fearing it may hurt your patience: 
But that T know your judgement is of ſtrength, 
Againſt the nearneſs of affection 


Dow. What need this circumſtance ? pray you be | 


direct. 
Kite. I will not ſay, how much I do aſcribe 
* Unto your friendſhip, nor in what regard 
II hold your love; but let my paſt behaviour, 
© And uſage of your ſiſter, but confirm 
© How well Pave been affected to your” 


© Dow. You are too, tedious, come to the matter, 


© the matter.? 

Kite. Then (without further ceremony) thus: 
My brother Well-bred, fir, (I know not how) 
Of late, is much declin'd in what he was, 
And greatly alter'd in his p94 2185 -agaR 
When he came firſt to lodge here in houſe, 
Neer truſt me if I were not proud of f him 
© Methought he bare himſelf in ſuch a fakion, 
© So full of man, and ſweetneſs in his carriage, 
And (what was chief) it ſhew'd not borrow'd in 


im, 

c But all he did became him as his own, 

And ſeem'd as perfect, proper, and poſſeſt, 
© As breath with life; or colour with the blood. 8 
But now his courſe is ſo irregular, 

So looſe, affected, and depriv'd of grace, 
And he himſelf withal ſo far fal'n off | 

From that firſt place, as ſcarce no note remains, 
© To tell mens judgements where he lately ſtood. 
He's grown a ſtranger to all due reſpect, 
Forgetful of his friends; and not content 

To ſtale himſelf in all ſocieties,” | 

He makes my houſe here common as a mart, 

A e, a public receptacle 
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For giddy humour, and diſeaſed riot ; 

And here (as in a tavern, or a ſtew) 

He and his wild aſſociates, ſpend their hours, 

In repetition of laſcivious jeſts, 

Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel night by night, 
Controll my ſervants; ; and indeed what not. 

Dow. *Sdains, I know not what I ſhould ſay to him, 
1'the whole world! He values me at a crack'd three- 
farthings, for ought I ſee: it will never out of the 
fleſh that's bred i the bone! I have told him enough 
one would think, if that would ſerve: but counſel 
© to him, is as good as a ſhoulder of mutton to a ſick 
horſe.“ Well! he knows what to truſt to, for George e 
let him ſpend, and ſpend, and domineer, till his 
heart ake: an' he think to be reliev'd by me, when 
he is got into one o'your city pounds, the caunters, 
he has the wrong ſow by the ear i' faith; and claps his 
Giſh at the wrong man's door: I'll lay my hand o' my 
half- penny, e'er I part with 't to deck him out, PlI 
aſſure him. 

Kite, Nay, good brother, let it not trouble you 
thus. 

Dew. Sdeath, he mads me, I could eat my very 
ſpur-leathers for anger! But, why are you ſo tame ? 
Why do not you ſpeak to him, and tell him how he 
diſquiets your houſe ? 

Kite, O, there are divers reaſons to diſuade, bro- 

ther, 
But, would yourſelf vouchſafe to travel in it, 
(Though but with plain and eaſy circumſtance, ) 
It would both come much better to his ſenſe, 
And favour leſs of ſtomach, or of paſſion. 
Yoy are is elder brother, and that title 
Both gives, and warrants your authority, 
Which (by your preſence ſeconded) muſt breed 
A kind of duty in him, and regard: 
Whereas, if I ſhould intimate the leaſt, 
It would but add contempt to his neglect, 
Heap worſe on ill, make up a pile of hatred, 
That in the rearing would come tottering down, 5 
n 


. EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR, 25 
And in the ruin bury all our love.. 
Nay more than this, brother, if I ſhould ſpeak, _ 
He would be ready from his heat of humour, 
And over-flowing of the vapour in him, 
To blow the ears of his famaliars,, _.. 
With the falſe breath of telling, what diſgraces, 
And low diſparagements, I had put.upon my 
Whilſt they, fir, to relieve him in the fable, 
Make their looſe comments upon every word, 
Geſture, or look, I uſe; mock me all over, 
* From my flat cap, unto my ſhining ſhoes :? 
And, out of their impetuous rioting phant'ſiesz 
Beget ſome ſlander that ſhall dwell with me. 
And what would that be, think you? marry this, 
They would give out (becauſe my wife is fair, 
My ſelf but lately married, and my ſiſter 
Here ſojourning a virgin in my houſe) 
That I were jealous ! ** as ſure death, __ $55, 
That they would ſay. And how that I had quarrell'd, 


My brother purpoſely, thereby to find _ 18 
An apt pretext, to baniſh them my houſe,  _ 
| Dow. Maſs, perhaps ſo: they're like enough to do it. 
Kite. Brother, they would, believe it; ſo ſhould 1 
(Like one of theſe penurious quack-ſalvers) 
But ſet the bills up to mine own diſgrace, _ 
And try experiments upon myſelf: 
Lend ſcorn and envy opportunity, 3 
To ſtab my reputation, and good name 
Euter Matthew and Bobadil. N 
Mat, I will ſpeak to him 3 
Bob. Speak to him? by the foot of Pharach you ſhall 
not, you ſhall not do him that grace. 
Kite. What's the matter, firs?“ 


Bb. The time of day, to you. pentleman o'the 
houſe. Is Mr. Well-bred fiirring? ? 
Dow. How then? what ſhould he do? 
Bob. Gentleman of the houſe, it is to you ; is ke 
within, fir? _ V 
Kite. He came not to his lodging to night, ſir, 1 
aſſure you. | 5 
Dow. Why, do you * you ? 


Bob. 
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Bob. The gentleman-citizen hath ſatisfied me, T'11- 
talk to no ſcavenger. [ Exeunt Bob. and Matt. 
Dow. How, ſcavenger ? ſtay fir, ſtay. | 
Kite. Nay, brother Down-right. [ Holding bim. 
Dow. Heart! ſtand you away, an' you love me. 
Kite. You ſhall not follow him now, I pray you, 
brother, good faith you ſhall not; I will over-rule you. 
Dow. Ha? Scavenger? well, go to, I ſay little: 
but by this good day, (God forgive me I ſhould ſwear) 
if I put it up ſo, ſay I am the rankeſt coward that ever 
Ard. *Sdains, and I ſwallow this, I'll ne'er draw 
my ſword in the fight of Fleet-ſtreet again while I 
live; PlI fit in a barn with Maadge-hoaulet, and catch 
mice firſt, Scavenger! Heart, and Ill go near to 
« fill that huge SPY of yours, with ſome- 
* what, an' I have good luck: your Garagantua 
* breech cannot carry it away ſo.? 
Kite. Oh do not frer your ſelf thus, never think on't. 
Doau. Theſe are my brother's conſorts, theſe ! theſe 
are his comrades, his walking mates ! he's a gallant, a 
cavaliero too, right hang-man cut! let me not live, 
and I could not find in my heart to ſwinge the whole 
ang of 'em, one after another, and begin with him 
| Pit I am griev'd, it ſhould be ſaid he is my bro- 
ther, and take theſe Courſes : well, as he brews, fo 
ſhall he drink, for George, again. Yet he ſhall hear 
on't, and that tightly too an' I live, Yfaith. 
Kite. But brother, let your reprehenſion (then) 
Run in an eaſy current, not o'er high 
Carried with raſhneſs, or devouring choler ; 
But rather uſe the ſoft perſuading way, 
© Whole powers will work more gently, and compoſe 
© Th'imperfe& thoughts you labour to reclaim ;? 
More winning, than enforcing the conſent. 
Dow. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant you. 
| | | 55 [ Bell rings. 
Kite, How now ? O, the bell rings to breakfaſt, 
Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my wife 
Company till I come; Pl] but give order 
For ſome diſpatch of buſineſs to my ſervants—— _ 
oe Exit. Down-right, 
| Enter 
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Enter Cob. 


© Kite. What, Cob ? our maids will have you by the 


back i' faith; 
For coming ſo late this morning 
Cob. Perhaps fo, fir, take heed ſome body have 
not them by the belly, for walking ſo late in the 
3 8 [ He pa es by wwith his bucket. 


* Kite, Well, yet my troubled ſpirit's ſomewhat eas'd, 
Though not repos'd in that ſecurity 


As I could wiſh : But I muſt be content. 


How e'er I ſet a face on't to the world: 
Would I had loſt this finger at a venture, | 
80 Well-bred had ne er lodg'd within my houſe. 
Why 't cannot be, where there is ſuch reſort 
Of wanton gallants, and young revellers, 
That any woman ſhould be honeſt long.- 
I;'t like that factious beauty will preſerve 
The public weal of chaſtity unſnaken, | 
When ſuch ſtrong motives muſter, and make head 
- Againſt her ſingle peace? No, no: Beware 
When mutual appetite doth meet to treat, 


And ſpirits of one kind and quality, 


Come once to parley in the pride of blood, 
It is no flow conſpiracy that follows. 
Well, (to be plain) if I but thought the time 
Had anſwer d their affections, all the world 
Should not perſuade me but I were a cuckold. 


Marry, I hope they ha” not got that ſtart; 


For opportnnity hath baulkt em yet, 

And ſhall do ſtill, while I have eyes and ears, 
To attend the impoſitions of my heart. 
My preſence ſhall be as an iron bar, 

T'wixt the conſpiring motions of defire : 


Yea every look, or glance mine eyes eject, 


Shall check occaſion , as one doth his flave, 
When he forgets the limits of preſcription.” 

| Enter Dame Kitely, . 
Dame. Siſter Bridget, pray you fetch down "uy WY 


water above in the cloſer. Sweet-heart, will you come 


in to breakfaſt ? 


Kite, An' ſhe have 1 me now ? EY 
| 3 2 | Dame, 
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Dame. I. pray thee, (good Muſs) we ſay for you. 
Kite. By heav- n I would not for a thouſand angels. 
Dame. What ail you, - ſweet-heart ? are you not 

well > ſpeak good Muſs. 

Kite. Troth my head akes extreamly, on a ſudden, 

Dame. O, the Lord ! | | 

Kite. How now? what ? 

Dame. Alas, how it burns ? Muſs, keep you warm, 
good truth it is this new diſeaſe, there's a number are 
troubled withal ! for loves ſake ſweet- heart, come in, 
out of the air. 

Kite. How ſimple, and how ſabtil are her anfivers ? 
A new diſeaſe, and many troubled with it! 

Why true ; ſhe heard me, all the world to nothing. 

Dame. 1 Pray, thee, good ſweet-heart come in; 


_ 


| the air will do you harm, 1n troth, 


Kite. Theairljhe has me i' the wind! bveet-heart, 
Il ceme to you preſently ; *twill away I hope. 
Dame. Pray Heav'n it do. I xit Dane. 
Kite. A new diſeaſe ! I know not, new or old, 
But it may well be call'd poor mortals plague 3 ; 
For like a peſtilence, it doth infect _ 
The houſes of the brain. Firſt it begins 
Solely to- work upon the phantaſy, 
Filling her ſeat with ſuch peſtiferous air, 
As ſoon: cerrupts, the judgmeut; and from thence, 


Sends like contagion to the memory : 


Still each to other giving the infection. 
Which as a ſubtil vapour ſpreads itſelf 
Confuſedly, through every ſenſiye part, 
Till not a thought or motion in the mind 

je free from the black poiſon of ſuſpect, 
Ah, but what miſery, is it to know this? 
Or knowin g it, to want the mind's direction 
In ſuch extreams 7 ? well, I will once more ſtrive 
(In ſpite of this black clcud) myſelf to be, 
Aud ſhake the fever off, that thus ſhakes me. -[Exit, 


dE NE Moorfields. 


- Bates Blain- warm, di/guis'd like a foldier. 


ral. Slid, 1 cannot chuſe but iaugh to fee my | 
ſel 
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ov 
ſelf tranſlated thus, © from a, creature tq; a ꝙea- 
tor ;“ for now muſt I 8 lerabl ö oY of 
lies, or my preſent, profeſſion. toes, le IE ay! 
yet, the lie to a man of WL coat, mY as Nd fruit, 
as the co. O fir, it ho 8 d polity even, to 
have that outwar dly in vilelk A 0 „that i. Wardly 
is moſt dear to us. So much for ny. barrowed; tha 
Well, the troth is, my old maſter imends jorfollow my 
Young, dry-foot, over Moarfields to Lenden, this margy- 
ing; now I knowing, of MILE match, or, rath 


"conſpiracy, and to _infinuate With .my. yaungana 
(for ſo mult we that are blue-waiters, apd, men 
hope and ſervice do, or perhaps we may wear 
c © motley at the years end, and who 11775 mp ley, 
* you know)” have got me afore in this diſguiſe, 15 
termining here to lie in  embuſcage, an 512 5 cept. 15 
in the mid-way. If I can hut get bis * 
purſe, his hat, nay, any thing. ta cut hm * In is 
to ſtay his j 3 Vers, vidi, vici, | 
captain Ce/ar, I am made for ever 1 2 Py "Wells 
now muſt I practiſe to get the true garb, o —— | 
thoſe lance-knights, my arm here, and BY TIT 
young maſter! and his coyſin, Mr. S:eph en, FE 44 $4 ar 
true. e man of war, and 1 ſoldjer ! [ Retires, 
Enter E. Kno'wel and N alter Stephen. 
7 E. Kno. So, firs 3 ad how then coz? * 
Step. $'foot, I have loſt my purſe, I think. | 
E. Kno. How? loſt your your purſe? where? when 
hat you it? | * 
Step. I cannot tell, Ray. 
Brai. Slid, I am afraid ey 1. will 1 know me; 3 would 
I could get by them. | 
E. Kno, What? ha' you it? 8 
Step. No, I think I was bewitcht, 3 | 
E. Kuo. Nay, do not weep the loſs, hang it, let it g0. 
Step. Oh, it's here: no, an' it had been loſt, I 
had not car d, but for a jet ring Mrs. Mary ſent me. 
'F, Kao. A jet ring? O the poeſy, the poe/y;? 
Step. Fine, i' faith! though fancy ſleep, my hwe i is 
&eep, Meanin "8, that tho' I did not. tancy her, yet 
ear 


ſhe loved me dearly. 
B 3 Z. Know, 


tze beſt comman 
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F. Kno. Moſt excellent! | 90 
Step. And then I ſent her another, and my poeyy 
was, The deeper the feveeter, I'll be judg'd by St. Peter. 
E. Kno. How, by St. Peter? I FA not conceive that. 
Step. Marry, St. Peter, to make up the metre. 
E. Ano, Well, there the ſaint was your good pa- 


tron, he helpt you at your need ; thank him, thank aj 


Brai. I cannot take leave on 'em ſo; I will ven- 
ture, come what will. [He comes back.] Gentlemen, 


| pleaſe you change a few crowns for a very excellent 


blade here ? I am a poor gentleman, a foldier, 


one that (in the better ſtate of my fortunes) ſcorn'd 
ſo mean a refuge; but now it is the humour of neceſ- 


fity to have it ſo. You ſeem to be gentlemen well 
affected to martial men, elſe ſhould I rather die with 
filence, than hve with ſhame. However, vouchſafe 
to remember it is my want ſpeaks, not my ſelf: this 


condition agrees not with my ſpirit ——— 


E. Kno. Where haſt thou ſery'd ? 7, 
 Brai, May it pleaſe you, fir, in all the late wars 
of Jotemia, Hungaria, 8 Poland, where not, 
fir? I have been a poor ſervitor by ſea and land, any 
time this fourteen years, and follow'd the fortunes of 

f on in Chriſtendom. I was twice 
ſhot at the taking of Aleppo, once at the relief of 


Pienna; I have been at Marſeilies, Naples, and the 


Aariatick gulf, a gentleman ſlave in the gallies thrice, 
where I was moſt dangerouſly ſhot in the head, thro” 
both the thighs, and yet being thus maim'd, I am 
void of maintenance, nothing left me but my ſcars, 
the noted marks of my refolution. | 
Step. How will you ſell this rapier, friend! 
Brai. Generous fir, I refer it to your own judg- 
ment; you are a gentleman, give me what you pleaſe. 
Step, True, Jama gentleman, I know that friend”: 
But what though? I pray you ſay, what would you aſk ? 
Brai. J aſſure you, the blade may become the fide 
er thigh of the beſt prince in Europe. Wah 
E. Kno. Ay, with a velvet ſcabbard, I think.“ 
Step. Nay an't be mine, it ſhall have a velvet _ 
ae | | phy hs 
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bard coz, that's flat: Fd not wear it as 'tis, an” you 


would pive me an angel. 


Brat. At your worſhip's pleaſure, fir; nay tis a 

moſt pure Toledo. 

Steß. J had rather it were a Spaniard, But tell me, 
what ſhall I give you for it? An' it had a ſilver hilt 

E. Kuno. Come, come, you ſhall not buy it; hold, 
there's a ſhilling, fellow, take thy rapier. 

Step. Why, 2 I will buy it now, becauſe you ſay 
ſo4 and there's another ſhilling, fellow, I ſcorn to 
be out-bidden. What, ſhall I walk with a cudgel, 
* Hi 33 and may have a rapier for money ? 

. You may buy one in the city. 

oF Tut, PI buy this i* the field, ſo I will; T 
have a mind to? t. becauſe tis a feld rapier. Tell | 
me your loweſt price. 

E. Kno. You ſhall not buy it, I y. | 

Step. By this money, but * will, though I give 
more than *tis worth. 

E. Kno. Come away, you are a fool. 

Step. Friend, J am a fool, that's granted; but pn 
have it, for that word's. ſake. n me for your 
money. 

Hrai. At your rede A [Zxeaat. 

Enter Kno'well. 

Kno. I cannot loſe the 0 yet, of this letter, 
Sent to my ſon, nor leave t' admire the change 
Of manners, and the breeding of our youth 
Within the kingdom, ſince myſelf was one. 

When I was young, he liv'd not in the ſtews 

Durſt have conceiv'd a ſcorn, and utter'd it, 

On a grey head; age was authority 

Againſt a buffoon, and a man had then 

A certain reverence paid unto his years, 

That had none due unto his life. So much 

* The ſanctity of ſome prevail'd, for others.“ 

But now we all are fall'n; youth, from their fear; 

And age, from that which bred it, good example. | 

Nay, would ourſelves were not the firſt, even parents, 
That did deſtroy the hopes in our own children, 

Or they 1 not learn'd our vices in their cradles: 


134 And 
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And ſuck'd in our ill cuſtoms with their milk. 
Eier all their teeth be born, or they can ſpeak, 
We make their palates cunning :* the firſt words 
We form their tongues with, are licentious jeſts : 
Can it call whore? cry baſtard ? O then kiſs it! 
A witty child ! can't ſwear ? the father's darling! - 
Give it two plums. Nay, rather than't ſhall learn 
No bawdy ſong, the mother herſelf will teach it! 
But this 1s in the infancy, * the days KO appt 
Of the long coat ;* when it puts on the breeches, / 

It will put off all this. Ay, it is like, 

When it is gone into the bone already. 

No, no; this dye goes deeper than the coat, 

Or ſhirt, or ſkin : it ſtains unto the liver, 
And heart, in ſome : and, rather than it ſhould not, 
Note what we fathers do ! look how we live ! 

What miſtreſſes we keep ! at what expence, . 

* In our ſon's eyes! where they may handle our gifts, 
car our laſcivious courtſhips, ſee our dalliance, 

Taſte of the ſame provoking meats with us, 

To ruin of our 'ſtate! nay, when our own 
Portion is fled, to prey-on their remainder, 

Wie call them into fellowſhip of vice; | 
Bait 'em with the young chamber-maid, to ſeal ;? 
And teach 'em all bad ways to buy affliftion. 

* 'This is one path: but there are millions more, 

In which we ſpoil our own, with leading them.“ 

Well, I thank Heav'n, I never yet was he 

That travell'd with my ſon before ſixteen, 

To ſhew him the Yenetian courtezans; 

Nor read the grammar of cheating, I had made, 

To my ſharp boy, at twelve; repeating full _ 

The rule, get moxey ; fill, get money, boy 3" 

No matter 7, what means ; money Wh Lure d44s2 £ 
r have 1 


«„ „ „ 


* 
* 


more, hays, than.my lard's letter. | Neith: 


Dreſt ſnails or muſhrooms. curiouſly before him, 

Perfum'd my ſauces, and taught him to make em; 
Preceding ſtill, with my grey Siren 4 

At all the ord'naries, and only fear'd e 

His palate ſhould degenerate, not e . 
N WT 15-21-4511 91139000 
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Theſe are the trade of fathers now; however, 
My ſon, I hope, hath met within my threſhold ;. 
None of theſe houſhold precedents, which * 
And ſwift, to rape youth to their precipice. 

But let the houſe at home be ne'er ſo clean 
Swept, or kept ſweet from filth, © nay duſt and cob 
If he will live abroad with his companions, [webs 


In riot and miſrule it is worth a fe. 17 6 
Nor is the danger of converſing lefſss 725 5 
Than all that I have mention 4 of example, 4 

| Enter Brainworm. 2 


Brai. My maſter? nay, faith haye at yon; 1 am 
fleſ'd now, I have ſped ſo Works « though I. 

* attack you in a different wayd' ” Worlk:pful. ſir, 1 
beſeech you, reſpect the eſtate of a poor ſoldier 301 
am aſham'd of this baſe courſe of liſe (God's. 
comfort) but . proves me to't, What xg- 
medy? 8 "#4 hag? wy "» 

Ki.” I liave not for you, now. 

Brai, By the faith I bear unto truth, . — 
it is no ordinary cuſtom in me, but only See 
.manhood. I proteſt to you, a man bn Nag 
man I. may be, by your ſweet bounty. 

Kino Pr'y thee, good friend, bę latisfſed. 

'Brai. Good ir, by that band you may d 1 
part of a kind gentleman, in lending a poor { 
the price of two cans of beer, {a matter of 
value) the king of Heay'n ſhall pay you, and I 
ann 1 ** Wr 17 

no, Nay, an' you be ſo im ortunate 
Brai. Oh, tender, ir, har have its core: 
J was not made, to this vile uſe! well, « i e of 
the enemy could not have abated me ſo. moth A % 
hard when a man hath ſerv'd in his prince's.C 
and, be thus He , au ] Honourable Wer 
me derive a ſmall piece of ſilver from 1 30 n 
not be given in the courſg of time; by, f 10 
ground, I was fain to pan my, rapier Jaſk 
or a poor ſupper ; I had luck'd the bas long | 50 
I am a Pagan elſe: ſweet honor. 
B 
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Kno. Believe me, I am taken with ſome wonder, 
To think a fellow of thy outward preſence, 
Should (in the frame and faſhion of his mind) 
Be ſo degenerate, and fordid-baſe ! 
Art thou a man? and ſham'ſt thou not to beg? 
To practiſe ſuch a ſervile kind of life? 
Why, were thy education ne'er ſo mean, 
Having thy limbs, a thouſand fairer courſes 
Offer themſelves to thy election. 
Either the wars might ſtill ſupply thy wants, 
Or ſervice of ſome virtuous gentleman, 
Or honeſt labour: nay, what can I Te! 
But would become thee better than to be 
But men of thy condition feed on ſloth, 
As doth the beetle, on the dung ſhe breeds! in, 
Not caring how the metal of your minds 
Is eaten with the ruſt of idleneſs. 
Now, afore me, what e'er he be, that ſhould 
Relieve a perſon of thy quality, 
While thou inſiſts in this looſe deſperate courſe, 
F would eſteem the fin, not thine, but his. 


Brai, Faith fir, I would gladly find ſome other 
courſe, if fo -- 


Kino. Ay, you'd gladly find it, but you will not 
Feeſ i it. 

Rrai. Alas, fir, where ſhould a man ſeek? in the 
wars, there's no aſcent by deſert in theſe days; but 
r for ſervice, would it were as ſoon purchaſt, 


wiſt d for (che air” s my comfort) I know ks 
— ſay: | 


Kno. What's thy name? 

| Brai. Pleaſe you, Firz-Sword, fir, 

Kno. Fitz-Sword? 

Say that a man ſhould entertain thee now, 

Would'ſt thou be honeſt, humble, juſt, and true? 
Hrai. Sir, by the place, and honour of a ſoldier 

uo. Nay, nay, I like not thoſe affected oaths ; 

' ſpeak plainly man: what think'ſt thou of my words? 

Bras,' Nothing, fir, but with*my fortune were as. 

happy, as my ſexvice ſhould be honeſt, * 

; Ad 
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Kno. Well, follow me, Þll prove _ if thy deeds 
will carry a proportion to thy words. [ Exit, 

Brai. Yes ſu, _ ht, 1'11 but my hoſe. 
Oh that my belly were Joop'd now, for 1 am ready to 
burſt with laughing! never was bottle or bag pipe 
fuller. *Slid, was there ever ſeen a fox in years to 
betray himſelf thus? now ſhall I be poſſeſt of all — 4 
counſels: and by that conduit, my . 
Well, he is reſolv'd to prove my hon aith, and 
I am reſolv'd to prove his patience ; Oh I ſhall abuſe 
him intolerably. This [mall piece of ſervice will 
bring him clean out of love with the ſoldier for ever. 
He will never come within the ſign of it, the fight 
of a red coat, or a muſket-reſt again, * He will 
hate the muſters at Mile-end for it, to his dying day.“ 
It's no matter, let the world think me a bad counter- 
ſeit, if I cannot give him the ſlip, at an inſtant: 
why, this is better than to have aid his journey! 
well, YI follow him : Oh, how I long to be em- 
2 2 
« With change of voice, , theſe 1 and many & an a 
8 PU 4257 on and 195 and Jerve em both,” | Exit 


2 — 


—— 


Ar m. 8 CEN E aal, Marke. 
Enter Matthew, Well- -bred, and Bobadill. 


Mat. XJ ES, faith, fir, we were at your lodging to 
ſeek you too. | 

Well. Oh, I came not there to night. 

Bos. Your brother delivered us as much. 

Mil. Who? my brother Downright ?* 

| Bob. He. Mr. Wellbred, I — not in what kind 
you hold me ; but let me fay to you this: as ſure as 
honour, I eſteem it ſo much out of the ſun- ſhine of 
reputation, to throw the leaſt beam of regard upon 


ſuch a 


Wel. Sir, I maſt hear no. ill a of my brother. 
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Bob. I proteſt to you, as J have a thing to be ſav'd 
about me, I never ſaw any gentleman-like- part + 

Mel. Good captain | faces GT to De Aber 
| Adee 1001 
Bob. With your leave, fir, an' 4 were no more 
men living upon the face of the earth, I ſhould not 
fancy him, by St. George. 

Mat. Troth, nor I, be is of a ruſtical cut, I — 
not how; he doth not carry en like a gentleman 
of faſhion— —_ 

i Well. O, Mr. Matthew, that's a a grace peculiar but 
to-a few, © guos eaquus mat Jupiter. 

/ Mat. J underitand you, fir. 

Hell. No queſtion, you do, or you ao not, ' fir 
Huter Young Kno'well and Stephen. 
Ned Kno'well! by my ſou] welcome; how doſt than 
fweet ſpirit, my genius Slid, I thall 1 Apollo, and 
the mad The/pian girls the better, while I live, for 
this; my dear fury now, I fee there's ſome love in 
thee ! ſirrah, theſe be the two I writ to thee of. Nay, 
what a drowſy humour 1s this now ? why doſt thou 
not ſpeak ? 

E. Kno. O, you are a fine gallant, you ſent me a 
rare letter! „ 

Nell. Why, was't not rare; > 

E. Eno. Ves, I'll be ſworn, I was ne er guilty of 
reading the like; match it in all Pliny's © or Symma- 

cus Epiſtles, and I'IF have my judgment barn'd in 
the ear for a rogue: make much of thy vein, for it is 
inimitable. But I marvel what camel it was, that had 
the carriage of it: for, doubtleſs, he was no ordinary 
beaſt that brought it ! 

Mel. Why? 

E. Kno, Why, ſay'ſt thou? why doſt then think that 
any reaſonable creature, eſpecially in the morning (the 
ſober time of the day too) could have Augen 208 ny fa- 

ther for me? 

mel. slid, you jeſt, I hope 2+ e 

E. Kno. Indeed, the beſt uſe we can turn it £46,018 
to make a jeſt on't, no: but I' aſſure you, my a 
ther 


4 


EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. 37 
ther had the full view. o' your flouriſhing ſtile, ſome 


* hour? before I ſaw it. | 

Wel. What a dull ſlave was this? but, Gra what 
ſaid he to it, faith ? 

E. Kno. Nay, I know not what he ſaid: but Thaye 
a ſhrewd gueſs what he thought. | 
Mell. What? what? 

E. Kno. Marry, that thou art 10 * e diſſolute 
young fellow, and J a grain or two Ds . er | 
thee company. 

Mell. Tut, that thought i is like the moon in her laſt 
quarter, *twill change ſhortly : but, ſirrah, I pray thee 
be acquainted with my two han g-by's here; thou wilt 
take exceeding pleaſure in em, if thou hear'ſt * em 
once go: my wind-inſtruments, I'll wind 'em up 
-but f, >» ſtrange piece of filence is this? the ſign of a 
dumb man? 

E. Kno. O, fir, a kinſman of mine, one e that may 
make your muſick the fuller, and he IP, he has 
his humour, ſir. | 

Mell. O, what is't? what is't? | 

E. Kno. Nay, 1 Pl neither do your judgment, nor 
his folly that wrong, as to prepare your apprehenſion: 
PIl leave him to the mercy 0 your ſearch, if you" can 
take him, ſo. 

Vell. Well, Captain Bobadil, Mr. 1 Ipra 
you know this gentleman here, he is a friend of mine, 
and one that will deſerve your affection. I know not 
your name, fir, but I ſhall be glad of any occahon, to 
render me more familiar to ou. 

To Maſter Stephen. 


Step. My name is Mr. Stephen, fir, 1 am this gentle- 
man's own couſin, fir, his father is mine uncle, fir: I 
am ſomewhat melancholy, but you ſhall command me, 
lr, in whatſoever is incident to a gentleman, . 
Bob. Sir, I muſt tell you this, Iam no general man, 
but for Mr. Well-bred's ſake (you may embrace it at 
what height of favour you pleaſe) I do communicate 
with you, and conceive you to be a gentleman of ſome 
1 5. Tlove few words. [To SIE well. 
| Kno. 


* 
CS” 
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E. Kno. And I fewer, fir, I have ſcarce enow to 
thank you, 


Mat. But are you indeed, fir, fo given to it? 
[To Maſter Stephen. 

1 Ay truly, fir, I am mightily given to melan- 
choly 

Mat. O, it's your only fine humour, fir, your true 
melancholy breeds your perfect fine wit, fir: I am 
melancholy myſelf, divers times, fir, and then do I 
no more but take pen and paper preſently, and over- 
flow you half a ſcore, or a dozen of ſonnets at a 
ſitting. 

E. Kno. Sure he utters them then by the orofs. 

Step. Truly, fir, and I love ſuch things out of 
© meaſure. 


10 FN, Bn I faith, better than in meaſure, PI un- 
4 dertake. 


Mat. Why, I pray you, fir, make uſe of my ſtudy, 
« it's at your ſervice. 

Step. I thank you, fir, I ſhall be bold, I warrant 
you; have you a ſtool there, to be melancholy upon? 

Mat. That I have, fir, and ſome papers there of 
mine own doing, at idle hours, that you'll ſay there's 
* ſome ſparks of wit in em, when you ſee them. 
| - Wel. Would the ſparks would kindle once, and 

become a fire amongſt 'em, I might ſee ſelf· love 
* burnt for her hereſy.” 

Step. Couſin, is it well? am I melancholy more 

Z. Ku. O, ay, excellent! 

Wel. Captain Bobadil, why muſe you ſo? 

E. Kno. He is melancholy too. 

Bob. Faith, fir, I was thinking of a moſt honourable 
piece of ſervice, was perform'd to-morrow, being St. 
 Mar#'s day, ſhall be ſome ten years, now. 

E. Kno. In what place, captain? 

Bob. Why, at the beleag' ring of Serigonium, where, 
in leſs than two hours, ſeven hundred reſolute gentle- 
men, as any were in Europe, loſt their lives upon the 
breach. I'll tell you, gentlemen, it was the firſt, but 
* beſt leagure that ever 1 beheld with theſe eyes, ex- 


cept 
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cept the taking of. what do you call it, laſt year, 
by the Genoe/e, but that (of all other) was the moſt 
fatal and dangerous exploit that ever I was rang'd in, 
ſince I firſt bore arms before the face of the enemy, as 
I am a gentleman and a ſoldier. | +q 
Step. *So, I had as lief as an angel I could ſwear as 
well as that gentleman. | : | 
E. Kno. Then, you were a ſervitor at both, it ſeems; 
at Strigonium, and what do you call't? | a 
Bob. O Lord, fir, by St. George, I was the firſt man 
that entred the breach: and, had I not effected it with 
; 3 I had been lain if I had had a million of 
ves. Ei Send | : 
E. Nuo. "Twas pity you had not ten; a cat's and 
your own, i'faith. But, was it poſhble? ONT 
Mat. (Pray you, mark this difcourſe, fir. 
Step. So I do.) 3 V 
Bob. 1 aſſure you (upon my reputation) tis true, 
and yourſelf ſhall confeſs. F 
E. Kno. You muſt bring me to the rack, firſt. 
Bob. Obſerve me judicially, ſweet fir; they had 
planted me three demi-culverins juſt in the mouth of 
the breach: now, fir, (as we were to give on) their 
maſter-gunner, (a man of no mean ſkill and mark, 
you muſt think) confronts me with his linſtock, read 
to give fire; I ſpying his intendment, diſcharg'd my 
petrionel in his boſom, and with theſe fingle arms, 
my poor rapier, ran violently upon the Moors that 
2 the ordnance, and put em pell-mell to the 
word. 7 1 / 
Mel. To the ſword? to the rapier, captain? - 
E. Kno. O, it was a good figure obſerv'd, fir! but 
did you all this, captain, without hurting your blade? 
Bob. Without any impeach o' the earth; you fhall 
perceive, fir. E ia the moſt fortunate weapon that ever 
rid on poor gentleman's thigh ; ſhall I tell you, fir? 
you talk of Morglay, Excalibur, Durindana, or fo : tut, 
I lend no credit to that is fabled of em, I know the 
virtue of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldlier 
%%% fe 0DNS. 
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Step. I marvel whether it be a Toledo, or no? 
5 A moſt perfect Toledo, I aſſure you, ſir. 
\ Step. I have a countryman of his here. 
Mat. Pray you, let's ſee, fir ; yes faith, it is! 
Bob. This a Toledo ? piſh. 
Step. Why do you piſh, captain ? 
Bob. A Fleming, by Heav'n: I'll buy them for a 
guilder apiece; an' I would have a thouſand of them. 
E. Kno. How ſay you, couſin ? I told you thus much. 
2 Where bought you it, Maſter Stephen? 
Of a ſcurvy rogue ſoldier (a hundred of Hep 
go vo: im) he ſwore it was a Toledo, 
Bob. A poor provant rapier, no better. 
Mat. Ma , I think it be, indeed, now I look on t 
Litter, 
E. Kno. Nay, the longer you look on t, the wore. 
Put it up, put it up. 
Sep. Well, Iwill put it up a but by (I ha for- 
got the captain's oath, I thought to ha' Pen by it) 
an' eber J = him 
Nel. O, tis paſt help now, fir, you, muſt have 
Iationee: 8 
Step. Whborſon c coney- catching raſcal! I could cat the 
| very hilts for anger. 
E. Kuo. A ſign of good digeſtion; 'you have an 
allnes: ſtomach, 1 
Sep. A ſtomach? would I had him here, you mould 
ſee an' I had a ſtomach. | 
Mel. It's better as tis: come gentlemen, mall ye 4 
Enter Brain-Worm. 
E. Kue. A miracle couſin, look here! look BY * 
; Step. O God'slid, by your leave, do yon know me, 
F (3 SEW 
Brain. Ay, fir, I know u by {i 12 8 
\ Step. 101 Told. me a EE Fit dt, nes? 
Brain. Yes, "Marry « did I, Hr. 
Step. You, ſaid it was a Toledo, iy J 
Brain, True, I did ſo. | 
5025 But it is none. | 
Brain. No, 5 1 4 con felt it is none. 


Step. 
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Step. Do you confeſs it! gentlemen bear witneſs, 
$6.has confeſt it: by God's will, an? you had not con- 

elt 1. | 

E. Kno. O couſin, forbear, forbear. 

Step. Nay, J have done, couſin. 

Wel: Why, you have done like a gentleman, he has 
confeſt it, what would you more ? 
Step. Vet, by his leave, he is a rafc cal; under his. 
fayqur, do you ſee ? 

E. Kuo. Ay, by his leave, he i is, and under our; ; 
W erer Piece of civility | ſurah, how doſt chou like 
_ him? | 

el. O, it's a moſt precious fool, make much on 
him : I can compare ham to nothing more happily, 
than a drum; for every one may play upon him. 

E. Kno, Nos n no, a child's whiſtle were far the. fitter. 

Brain. Sir, mall I ; intreat a word with you ? 
| E. Kno. With me, fir ? you have not Another T oleds | 

to ſell, ha' you? | 
Brain. You are conceited, fr; your name is is Mr. 
| Kno'well, as I take it? ; 
E. Kuo. You are i' the right; ; you mean not to pro- 
weed in the catechiſm, do you? 

Brain. No, ſir, I am none of that cogt, 

E. Kno. Of as bare a coat, though; well, ſay fir. 
Brain. Faith, fir, I am but ſervant to the drum ex- 

e and indeed (this ſmoaky varniſh being 

and three or four patches remov'd) I appear 

your worſhip! s tn reverſion, after.the deceaſe o boar 
good father, Brain-warm. _ 

E. Kno. Brain-worn “ 'Slight, w what d of; a con- 
Jurer hath blown thee hither in this ſhape ? -, ... 

Brain. The breath o' your letter, fir, this mornin ; 


the ſame that hlew you to the waſh; ans your. * 
ther after you. 


E. Kao. My father! Le 
Brain. Nay, never art, tis ( he has bello id | 
ak? over the fields by the foot, as you wauld do a 


are i“ the ſnow. 


E. Kno. Sirrah Well-bred, what ſhall we do, freak? 
- My: father is come over after me, > 
| | eli 
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Nel. Thy father, where is he? 75 
Brain. At Juſtice Clemem's houſe, in Coleman ftreet, 
where he but ſtays my return; and then — _ 
Wel. Who's this? Brain-worm ? 122 8 
Brain. The fame, fir. 3 
Hel. Why how, in the name of wit, com'ſt thou 


tranſmuted thus? 


Brain. Faith, a device, a device; nay, for the love 


of reaſon, gentlemen, and avoiding the danger, ſtand 


not here; withdraw and Þ'1l tell you all. 
Mel. But art thou ſure he will Ray thy return? 
Brain. Dol live, ſir? what a queſtion is that? 
Wel. We'll prorogue his expectation then, a little: 
* Brain-worm, thou Halt go with us. Come on gen- 
* tlemen ; nay, I pray thee, ſweet Ned, droop not; 
© *heart, an' our wits be fo wretchedly dull, that one old 
* plodding brain can out-ftrip us all, would we were 


« een preſt to make porters of, and ſerve out the rem- 


* nant of our days in Thames-ſtreet, or at Cuſtom-houte 
© key, in a civil war againſt the carmen, 
Brain. Amen, Amen, Amen, ſay I.“ | | 
« FE. Kno. Come, coufin.” 1 [Exeunt 
SCENE, The Vare- heuſe. 
Etter Kitely and Caſh. 
a Kite, What ſays he, Thomas ? Did you ſpeak with 
im | | 43 | | 
Caſh, He will expect you, fir, within this half hour, 
Kite. Has he the money ready, can you tell? 
Caſh, Yes, fir, the money was brought in laſt night. 
Kite. O, that's well; fetch me my cloak, my cloak, 
Stay, let me ſee, an hour to go and come; 
Ay, that will be the leaſt; and then *twill be 
An hour before I can diſpatch with him, 
Or very near; well, I will ſay two hours. 
Two hours? ha? things never dreamt of yet, 


May be contriv'd, ay, and effected too, 


In two hours abſence ; well, I will not go. 
Two hours! no, fleering Opportunity, 


I will 
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I will not give your ſubtilty that ſcope. 

Who will not judge him worthy to be robb'd, 
That ſets his doors wide open to a thief, 

And ſhews the felon where his treaſure lies? 
Again, what earthly ſpirit but will attempt 

To taite the fruit of beauty's golden tree, 
When leaden ſleep ſeals up the dragon's eyes? 
I will not go. Buſineſs, go by for once. 


No, beauty, no; you are too, too precious « 
To be left fo, without a guard, or open: We 
© Your luſtre too?ll inflame at any nce, 


Pra courtſhip to you, as a jet doth ſtraws ; 
Put motion in a ſtone, ſtrike fire from i ice, 
Nay, make a porter leap you with his burden !” 
You muſt be then kept up cloſe, and well watch'd, 

For, give you opportunity, no quick-ſand 
Devours or ſwallows ſwifter ! he that lends © 
His wife (if ſhe be fair) or time or place, Ty 
Compels her to be falſe. I will not go: 
The dangers are too many. And then, the deling 
Is a moſt main attractive! our great heads 

© Within the city, never were in ſafety iN 
*. Since our wives wore theſe little caps: I'll change em, 
I'll change 'em ſtraight in mine. Mine ſhall no more 
Wear three-pil'd acorns, to make my horns ake. - 
Nor will I go:? Lam reſolv'd for that. | 
Carry in my cloak again. Yet ſtay, Yet do too: 
I will defer going on all occaſions. 
g Ga Sir, Crave your ſcrivener will be there with the 
bonds 

Kite. That's true! fool on me! I had clean forgot 
it; I muſt go. What's o'clock? 

Caf. Exchange-time, fir, | 

Kite. Heart, then will Well-bred preſently v be lere 

too, 

With one or other of his looſe conforts. 
Jam a knave, if I know what to ſay, | 
What courſe to take, or which way to reſolve. 
My brain methinks 1s like an Ae Lad, 
Wherein my W runs like 


Filling 
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_ Filling up time; but then are turn'd and turn'd: 
So that I know. not what to ſtay upon, 
And leſs to put in act. It ſhall be ſo. 
Nay, I dare build upon his ſecreſy, 


He knows not to deceive me. Thomas ? 


Caſb. Sir. 
Kite. Vet now I have bethoughr me too, I will not. — 


Thomas, is Cob within? 


Caſh. 1 think he be, ſir. 
Kite. But he'll prate tao, there's no foeech of him. 


No, there was no man o' the earth to Thomas, 


If I durſt truſt him; there is all the doubt. 

But ſhould he have a chink in him, I were gone, 

Loſt i' my fame for ever, talk for th' Exchange. 
The manner he hath ſtood with, till this preſent, : . 
Doth promiſe no ſuch change; what ſhall I fear then? 


Well, come what will, III tempt my fortune once. 


T homar—==you may deceive me, but, I e 
Your love to me is more 

Caſb. Sir, ifa ſervant's 5 
Duty, with faith, may be call'd love, you are 
More than in hope, you are poſſeſs'd of it. 

Kite. I thank you 1 i' me your hand: 
Wich all my heart, good 7 homas. I have, Thomas, 
A ſecret to impart unto you but, 


When once you have it, I muſt ſeal 8 lips ww 
So far I tell. you Thomas. 


Caſh. Sir, for that: | 
Kite, Nay, hear me out. Think Iefteem you, Thomas, 
When I will let you in thus to my private. 

It is a thing ſits nearer to my creſt, 


Than thou ou aware of, T howas : if thou ſnould'ſt 


Reveal it 
Cat. kw! I SY * 
Kite. Nay, 

I do not think thou would'ft; but if thou baun. 

*T were a great weakneſs. 
Caſh. A great treachery. 

Give it no other name, 


e Thou wilt not do't, then? 5 wa | 
N Caſb. 


# 
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 Cafh. Sir, if I do, mankind diſclaim me ever. 
Kite. He will not ſwear, he has ſome reſervation, | 
Some conceal'd purpoſe, and cloſe meaning ſure; 
Elſe, (being urg'd fo much) how ſhould he choolg 55 
But lend an oath to all this proteltation ? 
He's no fanatick, * that I am certain of, 
Nor rigid Reman catholick. He'll play 
At Fayles, and at Tick-tack,” J have heard him ſwear, | 
What ſhould I think of it? urge him again, 
And by ſome other way: I will do ſo. 
Well Thomas, thou haſt ſworn not to diſcloſe ; 
Yes, you did ſwear? _ 
Caſb. Not yet, fir, but I will, | 
Pleaſe vou — 8 
Kite. No, Thomas, I dare take thy ward, 
But, if thou wilt ſwear, do as thou think'ſt good; 
1 am reſolv'd without it; at thy pleaſure. 
Caſh. By my ſoul's ſafety then, fir, I proteſt 
My tongue ſhall ne'er take knowledge of a word 
Deliver'd me in nature of your Gul. 
Kite. It is too much, theſe ceremonies need not, 
I know thy faith to be as firm as rock. 
T homas, come hither, near; we cannot be 
Too private in this buſineſs. So it is, 
(Now he has ſworn, I dare the ſafelier venture) 
I have of late, by divers obſervations 
(But whether his oath can bind him, there it is, 
Being not taken lawfully ? ha? ſay yon? _ 
J will bethink me cer I do proceed :) 
Thomas, it will be now too long to ſtay, 
Pl ſpy ſome fitter time ſoon, or to-morrow. 
Caſh, Sir, at your pleaſure. 
Kite, I will think. Give me my cloak.” And Thomas, | 
1 pray you ſearch the books 1 0 my return, 
For the receipts *twixt me and Trap. 
Caf. I will, fir. 
- Kite. And hear you, if your miſtreſs $ brother Wells 


bred 
Chance to bring hither any gentlemen, 
E'erI come bac , let one ſtraight bring me word. 


Caſh, 


x 
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Caſb. Very well, ſir. 27 
Kite. To the Exchange ; ; do you hear! 
Or here in Coleman-ftreet, to Juſtice Clement's, 

Forget it not, nor be not out of the way. 
G. I will not, fir. | 
Kite. I pray you have a care on't. 
Or whether he come, or no, if any other 
Stranger, or elſe, fail not to ſend me word. 
Caſh. I ſhall not, fir. 
Kite. Be't your ſpecial buſineſs 
Now to remember it. 
Caſh. Sir, I warrant you, 
Kite. But Thomas, this is not the et e, 1 
told you of. | 
Cafp. No, fir: I do ſuppoſe it. 
Kite. Believe me, it is not. 
Cab. Sir, I do believe you. 
Kite. By heav'n it is not, that's enough. But Thomas, 
I would not you ſhould utter it, do you ſee, 
To any creature living ; yet I care not. 


Well, I muſt hence. Thomas, conceive thus much, 


It was a tryal of you; when JI meant 

So deep a ſecret to you; I meant not this, 

But that I have to tell you; this is nothing, this! 
But 7 5ymas, keep this from my wife I charge you, - 
Lock'd up in ſilence, mid-night, buried here. 


No greater hell than to be ſlave to fer. [ Exit. 


Caſh. Lock'd up in ſilence, mid-night, buried here! 
Whence ſhould this flood of paſſion (trow) take head? | 
Beſt dream no longer of this running humour, [ha? 
For fear I fink! the violence of the ſtream 
Already hath tranſported me ſo far, 


That I can feel no ground at all! but ſoft, 


O! *tis our water-bearer; ſomewhat haſt crolt him 
* Now. 
© Enter Cob. 
© Cob. Faſting-days? what tell you me of ing: | 
27 'ſhd, would they were all on a light fire for 
they fay the whole world ſhall be conſum'd 
"wth fire one day, but would I had theſe. ember- 


weeks and villainous F ridays burnt in the mean time, 
and then * Caſh. 
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© Caſh. Why, how now Cos? what moves thee to 
© this choler? ha? 
Cob. Collar, Maſter Thomas ? I ſcorn your „ 
I ſir, I am none o' your cart-horſe, though I carry 
and draw water. An' you offer to ride me with 
vour collar or halter either, I may hap ſhew you a 
© jade's trick, fir. 
© Cafh. 0, you'll flip your head out of the collar? 
why goodman Cob you miſtake me. 
Cob. Nay, I have my rheum, and I can be angry” 
as well as another, ſir. 
Cab. Thy rheum, Cob? thy humour, thy ha 
mour; thou miſtak'ſt. 
© © Cob. Humour? mack, I think it be ſo indeed; 
what is that humour? ſome rare thing I warrant. 
* Cap. Marry I'll tell thee, Cob: It is a gentleman- 
like monſter, bred in the ſpecial gallantry of our time, 
« by affectation; and fed by folly. 2g : 
© Cob. How ? muſt it be fed? | 
* Caſh. Ay, humour is nothing if it be n not fed. 
< * Did thou never hear that? it? sa common a, 
red my humour. 
Cob. I'll none on it: humour, avant I know you : 
not, be gone, let who will make hungry meals for 
vyour monſter-ſhip, it ſhall not be IJ. Feed you, 
* quoth he! 'Slid, I ha“ much ado to feed myle elf; 
eſpecially on theſe lean raſcally days yo ; an't had 
* been any other day but faſting-day (a plague on 
© them all for me) by this light, one might have done 
© the common-wealth good ſervice, and have drown'd 
© them all 7 the flood two or three hundred thouſand 
© years ago. O, I do ſtomach them hugely! I have 
© a maw now, and 'twere for Sir Bevis his horſe, 
© againſt em. 
* Caſh. I pray thee, good Cob, what makes thee ſo 
out of love with faſting- days? 
. Marry that which will make any man out of 
jp love with 'em, I think; their bad conditions, an? 
© you will needs know. Firſt, they are of a Flemiſb 
breed I am ſure on FR for they raven up more prot 
| "han 
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* than all the days of the week beſide : next, they ſtink 
of fiſh and leek-porridge miſerably: thirdly, they'll 
keep a man devoutly hungry all day, and at night 
9 fond him ſupperleſs to bed. 
© Caf. Indeed theſe are faults, Cob. - 3 
Cob. Nay, an' this were all, *twere ſomething; 
but they are the only known enemies to my gene- 
ration. A faſting-day no ſooner comes, but my, 
lineage goes to wrack, poor Cobs, they ſmoak for 
it, they are made martyrs o'the gridiron, they melt. 
in paſſion : and your maids too know this, and yet 
would have me turn Hannibal, and eat my own fleſh 
and blood. | He pulls out a Red Herring, | My prince- 
coz, fear nothing ; I have not the heart to devour 
you, an' I might be made as rich as king Cophetua, 
O that I had room for my tears, I could weep falt- 
water enough now to preſerve the lives of ten thou- 
ſand of my kin. But I may curſe none but theſe 
filthy almanacks; for an't were not for them, theſe 
days of perſecution would ne'er be known. T'll be 
© hang'd an'ſome fiſh-monger's ſon do not make of 
dem, and puts in more faiting-days than he ſhould 
do, becauſe he would utter his father's dried ſtock- 
© fiſh and ſtinking conger.  _ | 
*.Cafh. Slight, peace, thou'lt be beaten like a 
_* ſtock-fiſh elfe Hers is company. Now muſt I look 
out for a meſſenger to my malter, [ Exit. 


Enter Well-bred, E. Kno'well, Brain- worm, Bobas 
dil and Stephen, | 
Wel. Beſhrew me, but it was an abſolute good jeſt, 
and exceedingly well carried. | 
E. Kno. Ay, and our ignorance maintain'd it as 
well, did it not? 5 
Vel. Yes faith; but was't poſſible thou ſhould'ſt not. 
know him? I forgive Mr. Szephen, for he is ſtupidity 
itſelf, CO nl a as 
E. Kno. *Fore Heaven, not I, an' might ha' been 
© join'd patten with one of the ſeven wiſe maſters for 
© knowing him, He had fo writhen himſelf __ res 
; 5 habit 
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© habit of one of your poor infantry, your dec:y'd, 


6 109 eh ee 


ruinous, worm-caten gentlemen of the round; ſuch 


as have vowed to fit on the ſkirts of the city, let 


your provoſt and his half-dozen of halberdiers, do 
what they can ; and have tranſlated begging out of 
the old hackney-pace, to a fine eaſy amble, and 
made it run as ſmooth on the tongue as a hove- 
groat ſhilling. Into the likeneſs of one of theſe 
reformado's had he moulded himſelf ſo perfectly, 
obſerving every trick of their action, as, varying 
the accent, ſwearing with an emphaſis, indeed all 
with ſo ſpecial and exquiſite a grace, that (hadſt thou 
ſeen him) thou would'ſt have ſworn, he might have 
been ſerjeant-major, if not lieutenant-colonel to the 
regiment,” 


Mel. Why Brain-worm, who would have thought 


thou hadſt been ſuch an artificer ? 


E. Kno. An artificer? an architect! except a man 


had ſtudied begging all his life-time, and been a wea- 


ver of language from his infancy for the clothing. of 
it, I never ſaw his rival. 


Wel. Where got'ſt thou this coat, I marvel? 
Brain. Of a Houndſditch man, fir; one of the de- 


vil's near kinſmen, a broker. 


3 


Mel. That cannot be, if the oroverk hold ; for 
4 crafty knave needs no broker. 

Brain. True, ſir; but I did need a broker, ergo. 
Mel. (Well put off.) No crafty knave, you'll ſay.” 
E. Ko. Tut, he has more of theſe ſhifts. 

* Brain. And yet where I have one, the broker has 


'© ten, fir." 


Enter Caſh. 
Caſh. Francis, Martin: ne'er a one to be PE 


now? What a ſpite's this? 


Wel. How now, Thomas? Is my brother -Kitely 


within ? 


Caſb. No ſir, my maſter went forth e'en now; but 


Maſter Doaun- right is Wn. Cob, what Cob ? Is he 
gone too ? 


Wel. Whither went your maſter, Thomas, canſt 


thon tell? 


5 Cab. 
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Caſb. I know not; to juſtice Clement's, I think, 
fir. Cob. [ Exit. 

F. Kno. Juſtice Clement ! what's he ? 

Mel. Why, doſt thou not know him? He is a city 
magiſtrate, a juſtice here, an excellent good lawyer, 
and a great ſcholar; but the only mad and merry old 
fellow in Europe. I ſhew'd him you the other day. 

E. Kno. Oh, is that he? I remember him now. 
Good faith, and he has a very ſtrange preſence, me- 
thinks; it ſhews as if he ſtood out of the rank from 
other men: I have heard many of his jeſts 1'th* uni- 
verſity. They ſay, he will commit a man for taking 
the wall of his horſe, 

Wel. Ay, or wearing his cloak on one ſhoulder, or 
ſerving of God; any thing indeed, if it come in the 


way of lus humour. 


Enter Caſh again. 

Cafh. Gaſper, Martin, Ceb: Heart where ſhould 
they be trow? _ [ Caſh goes in and out, calling. 

Bob. Maſter Kitely's man, pr ythee vouchſafe us the 
lighting of this match. 

Caſh. Fire on your match: no time but now to 
vouchſafe? Francis, Cob. [ Exit. 

Bob. Body o'me! Here's the remainder of ſeven 


pounds ſince yeſterday was ſeven- night. Tis your 


right Trinidado did you never take any, Maſter 
Stephen ? 
Step. No truly, fir; but I'll learn to take it now, 
fince you commend it ſo. 
Bel. Sir, believe me (upon my relation) for what 
I (el you, the world ſhall not reprove. I have been 
in the Indies (where this herb grows) where neither 
myſelf nor a dozen gentlemen more (of my knowledge) 
have received the taſte of any other nutriment in the 
world, for the ſpace of one and twenty weeks, but 
the fume of this ſimple only. Therefore, it cannot 
be, but *tis moft divine. Further, take it in the 
© nature, in the true kind, ſo it makes an antidote, that 
had you taken the moſt deadly poiſonous plant in 


all Traby, it ſhould expel it, and clarify you, witk 


s As 
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© a5 much eaſe as 1 ſpeak. And for your green wound, 

* your Balſamum and your St. John's Wort are all 
© meer gulleries and traſh to it,“ eſpecially your Tri- 
nidado ; your Nicotian is good too. 1 could ſay what 
* I know of the virtue of it, for the expulſion of 
* rheums, raw humours, crudities, obſtructions, with 
* a thouſand of this kind; but I profeſs myſelf no 

* quackſalver. Only thus much; y Hercules,” I do 
hold it, and will affirm it (before any prince in Eu- 
rope) to be the moſt ſovereign and precious weed that 
ever the earth tendered to the uſe of man. 

E. Kno. This ſpeech would ha' done decently in a 
tobacco-trader's mouth. 

Enter Caſh and Cob. 


Cajh. At juſtice Clement” 8 he 1 is, in the middle of 
Coleman-ſtreet. _ 


Cob. Oh, oh! | 
Job. Where s the match I gave "RY Maſter Kitely's 
man ? PL 

Caſh. © Would his match and he, and pipe and all, 
were at Sando Domingo. I had forgot it;“ Here it 
„„ 

644. By gods me, I marvel what pleaſure or ſeli- 
city they have in taking this roguiſh tobacco! It's good 
for nothing but to choak a man, and fill him full of 
ſmoke and embers: there were four died out of one 
houſe laſt week with taking of it, and two more the 
bell went for yeſternight; one of them (they ſay) 
will ne'er ſcape it; ke voided a buſhel of ſoot yeſter- 
day, od and downward. By the ſtocks, an 
there were no wiſer men than I, I'd have it preſent | 
whipping, man or woman, that ſhould but deal 
with a tobacco-pipe; why, it will ſtifle them all in 
the end, as many as uſe it; its little better than 

ratsbane or roſaker.” 
| [Bob. beats him with a cudgel. | 
All. Oh, good captain! hold! hold! 
Bob. You baſe ſcullion, you. yp 
Cah. * Sir, here's your match.“ Come thou muſt - 
needs be talking too, uy well enough ſerv'd. 5 
2 2b. 
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Cob. © Nay, he will not meddle with his match, [ 


* warrant you:“ well, it ſhall be a dear beati ting, an' 
I live, 
Bob. Do you prate ? do you murmur ? 
[Bob. beats him off. 


E. Kno. Nay, good captain, will you regard the 
hamour of a fool? © away, knave. 


Mel. Thomas, get him away.“ | 

Bob. A whoreſon filthy flave, a dung-worm, an 
excrement! Body o' Cz/ar, but that I ſcorn to let 
forth ſo mean a ſpirit, I'd ha' ſtabb' d him to the earth. 

Wel. Marry, the Jaw forbid, fir. 

Bob. By Pharaoh's foot, T would na ae it. [ Exit. 

Step. O, he ſears molt admirably! (by Pharaoh's 
foot, body o Cx/ar) I ſhall never "4 it ſure, (upon 
mine honour, and by St. George) No, I ha' not the: 
right grace. 

Mat. Maſter Stephen, will you any? by this air, 
* the moſt divine tobacco that ever I drunk! 

Step. None, I thank you, fir. O, this gentleman 
* does it rarely too! but nothing like the other. By 
* this air, as Tam a gentleman; by 

Brain. Maſter, glance, glance | Maſter Well. bred. 

Step. As I have ſomewhat to be ſav ed, I proteſt— 

| [ Mr. Stephen 7s pradiifiag 40 the poſts 

© JYel. You are a fool, it needs no affidavit. 

E. Kno. Sone; will you any tobacco ? 

* Step. Ay, fir! Upon my reputation 

E. Kno, How now, couſin! 

Step. 1 proteſt, as I am a gentlemen, but no ſol- 

* gier, indeed | 

el. No, Maſter Stephen? as I remember, your 
name is entered in the artillery garden. 

« Step. Ay, fir, that's true. Couſin, may J ſwear, as 

' Tam a ſoldier, by that? 


E. Kno. O yes, that you may; it's all you have 
for your money, 


; Step. Then, as I am a gentleman, and a ſoldier, 
© jt is divine tobacco.“ 


Hel. But — where's Mr. Matthew gone? 
| Brain. 
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Brain. No, ſir,; they went in here. | 
Wel. O let's follow them: Maſter Matthew is gone 
to ſalute his miſtreſs in verſe; we thall ha' the happi- 
neſs to hear ſome of his poetry now.; he never comes 
unfurniſh'd. Brainworm ? | 
Step. Brain-worm? where is this Brain-worm ? | 
E. Km, Ay Coulin; no words of it, upon your 
gentility. 
Step. Not I, body of me, by this air, St. George, 
and the foot of Pharaoh. 
Miel. Rare! Your couſin's diſcourſe i 15 iy drawn 
out with oaths. 
E. Kno. Tis larded wa 'em; a kind of French 
dreſſing, if you love 1 it: come, let's in, come couſin.” 
 [Exeunt. 


SCENE, 4 Hall in Juſtice Clement's 
Houſe. © 
Enter Kitely and Cob, 


Kite, Ha! How many are there ſay'| thou? 

Cob. Marry, fir, your brother, Maſter Well-bred— 

Kite. Tut, beſide him: what 3 are there, 
man; 

Cob. Strangers? Let me ſee, one, two; ; maſs I 
know not we!l, there are ſo many, 

Kite. How? fo many? 

Cob. Ay, there's ſome five, or ſix of mem at the 
moſt. 3 

Kite. A ſwarm, a ſwarm! 
Spite of the devil, how they ſting my head 
With forked ſtings, thus wide and large! But, Cob, 
How long haſt thou been coming hither, Cob? | 

Cob. A little while, fir. 

Kite. Didſt thou come running ? 

Cob. No, fir. | 

Kite. Nay, then I am familiar with thy haſte! 
Bane to my fortunes, what meant I to marry ? 
J, that before was rank'd in ſuch content, 
My mind at reſt too, in fo ſoft a peace, 
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Being free maſter of mine own free thoughts, 
And now become a ſlave? What, never ſigh, 
Be of good cheer, man; for thou art a cuckold :_ 
"Tis done, 'tis done! Nay, when ſuch flowing ſtore, 
Plenty itſelf, falls in my wife's lap, © 
The Cornucopia will be mine, I know. But, C:6b, 
What-entertainment had they ? I am ſure 
bl My ſiſter and my wife would bid them welcome! ha? 
'* Cb. Like enough, fir ; yet I heard not a word of it. 
i Kite. No; their lips were ſeal'd with kiſſes, and 
. the voice 
 Drown'd in a flood of joy, at their arrival, 
Had loſt her motion, ſtate, and faculty. 
Cb, which of them was't that firſt kiſs'd my wife? 
(My fifter, I ſhould ſay) my wife, alas! 
I fear not her. Ha? who was it, ſay'ſt thou? 
Cob. By my troth, fir, will you have the truth ef it? 
Kite. O! ay, goud Ceb, I pray thee heartily. 
Cob. Then Jam a vagabond, and fitter for Bride- 
bell than your worſhip's company, if I ſaw any body 
*f to be kiſs'd, unleſs they would have kiſs'd the poſt in 
4 | the middle of the warehouſe; for there I left them all 
"i at their tobacco, with a pox. TO | 
itt Kite. How ? where they not gone in then e'er thou 
Wi cam'ſt? 
bl Ces. O no, ſir. DO 
1 Kite. Spite of the devil! what do ] ſtay here then? 
Cob, follow me. | © [ Exit. 
Cob. Nay, ſoft and fair; I have eggs on the ſpit ; 
I cannot go yet, fir. Now am I, for ſome five and 
« fifty reaſons, hammering, hammering revenge: O 
for three or four gallons of vinegar, to ſharpen my 
* wits. Revenge, vinegar revenge, vinegar and muf- 
« tard revenge! Nay, an' he had not lain in my houſe, 
* *twould never have griev'd me; but being wy gueſt, 
c 
c 
o 


one that I'll be ſworn my wife has lent him her 
ſmock off her back, while his own fhirt has been at 
waſhing; pawn'd her Neck-kerchers for clean bands 


for him; fold almoſt all my platters, to buy him 
' . © tobacco;* one that I'll be ſworn I low'd and truſted; 
| | | | and 
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and he to turn monſter of ingratitude, and ſtrike his 
© lawful hoſt; Well, I hope to raiſe up an hoſt of fury 


« fort.” © I'll to Juſtice Clement for a warrant, Strike. 
* bis lawful hoſt.” Here comes Juſtice Clement.” 


© Enter Clement, Kno'well, and Formal. 


"Cob. What's Maſter Kitely gone, Roger? 

Form. Ay, ir, 

© Clem. Heart o me! what made him leave us ſo 
© abruptly! How now, ſirrah? what make you here? 

what would you have, ha? 

* Cob. An't pleaſe your worſhip, Tama poor neigh- 

bour of your worſhip's 

* Clem. A poor neighbour of mine? Why, Spec: 
© poor neighbour. 
_£ Ecb. I dwell, ſir, at he ſign of the Water- tk; 
* ard, hard by the Green Lattice; Lhave paid ſcot and 
lot there any time this eighteen years. 

« Clem. To the Green Lattice? 

Cob. No, fir, to the pariſh: marry, Lhave ſeldom 

' ſcap'd ſcot- free at the Lattice. _ 
Clem. O, well! What buſineſs has my poor neigh- 
with me? 

* Cob. An't like your worſhip, I am come to craye 
the peace of your worſhip. 
© Clem. Of me, knave? Peace of me, hated Did 
I ever hurt thee, or threaten thee, or wrong thee ? ha? 

© Cob. No, "To ;. but your worihip' s warrant for one 
© that has wrong'd me, fir: his arms are at too much' 
liberty, 1 would fain have them bound to a treaty 
of peace, an' my credit could compaſs i it with your 
© worſhip. 

Clem. Thou goeſt far ——_ about for't, Iam 
.: 4100s 

2M © Kno. Why, doſt thou go in danger of thy life for 
him, friend? 

Cob. No, ſir; but I go in danger of my death 
every hour, by his means; an' I die within a twelve- 
© month and a day, I may ſwear by the law of the 
© land that he kill'd me. 
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* Clem. How ? how knave? ſwear he kill'd thee ? 
Rand by the law ? what pretence ? what colour haſ 
© thou for that? | 15 | 
* Cob, Marry, an't pleaſe your worſhip, both black 
and blue; colour enough, I warrant you. I have 
it here to ſhew your worſhip, 

Clem. What is he that gave you this, firrah ? 
Cob. A gentleman and a ſoldier, he ſays he is, 
0 the city here. 

Clem. A ſoldier o' the city? What call you him? 
* Cob. Captain Bobadil. | ; 

© Clem. Bohadil? And why did he bob and beat 
you, ſirrah? How began the quarrel betwixt you, 
ha? ſpeak truly knave, I adviſe you. 

Cob. Marry, indeed, an't pleaſe your worſhip, 
only becauſe I ſpake againſt their vagrant tobacco, 
as I came by 'em when they were taking on't ; for 
nothing elſe. | | 
Clem. Ha! you ſpeak againſt rebacco ? Formall, 
his name, rs 

Cob. Oliver, ſir, Oliver Cob, fir. | N 

Clem. Tell Oliver Cob he ſhall go to the goal, 
Formall. f 

* Form. Oliver Cob, my maſter, juſtice Clement, ſays, 
you ſhall go to the goal. | 

© Cas; O. I beſecch your worſhip, for God's ſake, 
dear maſter juſtice. : 
Clem. Nay, Ged's precious, an' ſuch drunkards 
and tankards as you ate, come to diſpute of teac 
once, I have done! away with him. | 

* Cov. O, gocd maſter: juſtice, ſweet old gentle- 
man. 
© Kno, Sweet Oliver, would I could do thee any 
good. Juſlice Clement, let me intreat you, fir. 

Clem. What? a thread-bare raſcal! a beggar! a 
ſlave, that never drurk out cf better than piſs- pot 
metal in his life! and he to deprave and abuſe the 
virtue of an herb ſo generally receiv'd in the courts 
of princes, the chambers of nobles, the wor of 
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* ſweet ladies, the cabbins of ſoldiers! Roger, away 
© with him, my God's precious ] ſay, go too. 

Cob. Dear maſter juſtice, let me be beaten again, 
© I have deſerv'd it: but not the priſon, I beſeech you. 
Hu. Alas poor Oliver 

Clem. Roger, make him a warrant, (he ſhall not 
© go) I but fear the knave. 

Form. Do not ſtink, ſweet Oliver, you ſhall not 
go, my maſter will give you a warrant, 

Cob. O, the Lord maintain his worſhip, his wor- 
© thy worſhip. 

© Clem. Away, diſpatch him. How now, maſter 
* Kno'well, in dumps! in dumps? Come; this be- 
comes not, 

« Kno. Sir, would I ould not feel my cares 
Clem. Your cares are nothing | they are like my 
cap, ſoon put on, and as ſoon put off, What? your 
ſon is old enough to govern himſelf; let him run 
his courſe, it's the only way to make him a ſtaid 
man. If he were an unthrift, a ruffian, a drunk- 
ard, or a licentious liver, then you had reaſon ; you 
had reaſon to take care: But, being none of theſe, 
mirth's my witneſs, an' I had twice ſo many cares 
as you have, I'd drown them all in a cup of ſack. 
Come, come, let's try it: I muſe your parcel of a 
ſoldier returns not all this while. [ Exeunt,” 
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S 
SCENE a room in Kiteley's houſe. 
Enter Down-right, and Dame Kiteley. 
Down. ELL filter, I tell you true; and you'll 
find it ſo in the end. 
Dane. Alas, brother, what would you have me to 
do? I cannot help it; you ſee my brother 2 em 


in here; they are his friends. | | 
| C5 þ A 
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Down. His friends? his friends? *flud they do no- 
thing but haunt him up and down, like a ſort of un- 
lucky ſpirits, and tempt him to all manner of villainy 
that can be thought of. Well, by this light, a little 
thing would make me play the devil with ſome of 
'em; and 'twere not more for your huſband's ſake, 
than any thing elſe, I'd make the houſe too hot for 
the beſt on *em: They ſhould ſay, and ſwear, hell 
were broken looſe, e'er they went hence. But, by 
God's will, *tis nobody's fault but yours; for an' you 
had done as you might have done, they ſhould have 
been parboil'd and bak'd too, every mother's ſon, eber 
they ſhould ha' come in e'er a one of 'em. 

Dame. God's my life! did you ever hear the like? 
what a ſtrange man is this! Could J keep out all 
them, think you? I ſhould put myſelf againit half a 
dozen men? ſhould I? Good faith you'd mad the 
patient'ſt body in the world, to hear you talk fo, 
without any ſenſe or reaſon! | 
Enter Mrs. Bridget, Mr. Matthew, Well-bred, Ste- 
phen, Ed. Kno'well, Bobadil, Brainworm, and Call, 

Brid. Servant (in troth) you are too prodigal 
Of your wit's treaſure, thus to pour it forth, 

Upon ſo mean a ſubject as my worth. 

Mat. You ſay well miſtreſs, and I mean as well. 

Down, Hey-day, here is ſtuff ! 

Mell. O, now ftand cloſe; pray heav'n, ſhe can 
get him to read: He ſhould do it of his own natural 

impudency. es | 

Brid. Servant, what is this ſame, I pray you? 

Mat. Marry, an eleg y, an elegy, an odd toy — 

* Down. "To mock an ape withal: O, I could 
* ſew up his mouth, now. | 

Dame. Sutter, I pray you let's hear it. 

« Down, Are you rh1me-g1ven too ? 

« at. Miſtreſs,” Þ1I read it if you p'eaſe. 

Brid. Pray you do, ſervant. 

Down. O, here's no foppery ! Death, I can endure 
the ſtocks better, „ 

8 E. Nuo. 
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E. Km. What ails thy brother? can he not hold his 
water at reading of a ballad ? 
Hel. O, no; a rhime to him is worſe than cheeſe, . 
or a bag-pipe. But mark, you loſe the proteſtation. 
Mat. Faith, I did it in a humour, I know not 
how it is; but, pleaſe you come near, Sir. This 
gentleman has judgment, he knows how to cenſure 
of a pray you, ſir, you can judge. 
<. Step, Not I, fir; upon my reputation, and by the 
foot of Pharaoh. 
fel. O, chide your couſin for ſwearing. 
E. Kno. Not I, ſo long as he does not forſwear - 
© himſelf.” | 
Beb. Maſter Matthew, you abuſe the expectation of · 
your dear miſtreſs and her fair ſiſter : Fye, While you 
live avoid this prolixity. x 
Mat. I ſhall, fir; well, incipere dulce. 
E. Kno. How! LTafipere dulce? a ſweet thing to be 
a fool, indeed. 
OW. What, do you take inf pere in that ſenſe ? 
E. Kno. You do not? you! This was your vil⸗ 
* lainy, to gull him with a moto. 
el. O, the benchers phraſe : Pauca i pauca 
© verba, 
© Mat.” Rare cr eature, let me ſteak without offence, 
Would heav'n my rude words had the influence | 
To rule thy thoughts, as thy fair looks do mine, 
Then /hould'ſt thou be his priſoner, who is thine, 
E. Kno. This is in Hero and Leander. | 
el. O Ay, peace, we ſhall have more of this. 
Mat. Be not unkind, and fair; miſhapen fluff 
I of; behaviour boiſterous and rough, 
Mel. How like you that, fir ?? 
[ Maſter Step. anſwers with ſhaking his bead. 
E. Kno. Slight, he thakes his head like a We 
feel an' there be any brain in it! 
Mat. But obſerve the cataſtrophe, now; 
And I in duty will exceed all other, 
a Ar 2 in beauty do excel Lowe's mother. . 
Kue. Well, I'll have him free of the wit. | 


C 6 * brokers, » 
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c 'brokers, for he utters nothing but ſtol'n remnants. 
* I. O, forgive it him. 


E. Kao. A filching rogue, hang him. And from 
© the dead? it's worſe than ſacri'ege.” 

Mel. Siſter, what ha“ you here? Verſes? pray you 
let . 225 : Who made theſe verſes ? they are excellent 

6 
TM. O, Maſter J//-5red, tis your diſpoſition to 
fay ſo, fir. They were good i' the morning; I made 
em ex tempore, this morning. | 

Mel. How? ex tempore? 

Mat. I, would I might be hang'd elſe; aſk Captain 
Bebadil : He ſaw me write them, at the— (ex 
on it) the Star, vonder. 

© Brain, Can he find in his heart to curſe the flars ſo ? 

E. Kno. Faith, his are even with him; they ha? 


curſt him enough already.” 


Steph, Couſin, how do you like this gentleman's 
verſes? 


E. Kno. O, admirable ! the beſt that ever J heard, 
coz | 


Step. Body o' Cæſar, they are admirable | 
'The beſt that I ever heard, as I am a ſoldier, 
Dawn. I am vext, I can hold ne'er a bone of me 
ſtil!! heart, I think they mean to build and breed 
here! 
Wel, < Siſter, you have a ample ſervant here, that 
crowns your beauty with ſuch encomiums and devices; 
you may ſee what it is to be the miſtreſs of a wit! 
that can make your perfections ſo tranſparent, that 
every blear eye may look through them, and ſee him 
drown'd over head and ears in the deep well of de- 
ſire.“ Siſter Kiteley, I marvel you get you, not a 
ſervant that can rhime, and do tricks too. 
Down. O monſter ! impudence itſelf! tricks! 
Dame. Tricks, brother? what tricks? 
FBrid. Nay, ſpeak, J pray you, what tricks? 


Dame. Ay, never ſpare any body here; but ſay, 
© what tricks ? 


* Brid, Paſkon of my heart! do tricks? 


* 
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el. ' Slight, here's a trick vied and revied ! why, 
you monkies you, what a cater-wauling do you 


keep ? ha's he not given you rhimes, and verſes, 
© and tricks ? 

© Dewn., O, the fiend ! | 
FX; Nay, you lamp of virginity, that take it in 
ſnuff ſo! come and cheriſh this tame poetical fury, 
ia your ſervant, you'll be begg'd elſe thortly for a 
concealment : Go to, reward his muſe. You can- 
not give him leſs than a ſhilling in conſcience, for 
the book he had it out of coſt him a teſton at leaſt, 
How now, gallants? Mr. Matthew? Captain ? 
What, all ſons of ſilence ? no ſpirit? 
© Down.” Come, you might practiſe your ruffian 
tricks ſomewhere elſe, and not here, I wuſs; this is 
no tavern nor drinking-ſchool, to vent your exploits 
1, 2s | 

Mel. How now! whoſe cow has calv'd ? 

Down. Marry, that has mine, fir. Nay, boy, ne- 
ver look aſkance at me for the matter; Pl tell you 
of it, ey, hr, you and your companions mend your- 
ſelves when I ha' done. 

Mel. Ny companions ? 

Deabn. Yes, fir, your companions, ſo I 0 . 
not afraid of you, nor them neither; your hang-bys 
here. You muſt have your poets and your potlings, 
your Soldads's and Foolade's to follow you up and 
down the city, and here they muſt come to domineer 
and ſwagger. Sirrah, you ballad-finger, and flops 
your fellow there, get you out, get you home; or 
(by this ſteel) Pl cut off your ears, and that pre- 
ſently. 

Wel. slight, ſtay, let's ſee what he dare do; cut 
off his ears! cut a whetſtone. You are an aſs, do 
you ſee; touch any man here, and by this hand PH 
run my rapier to the hgks in you. 

Down. Yea that w Ic 41 fain ſee, hoy. 
[They all draw, and they of the houſe make th to 
art them. 


Dame. O Jeſu! Murder. 7 humas, Gaſper ! 
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Brid, Help, help, Thomas, | 
E. Kno. Gentlemen forbear, I pray you. 7 
Bob. Well, ſirrah, you Holefornes; by my hand, 
J will pink your fleſh full of holes with my rapier 
for this; I will by this good heav'n: Nay, ſet him 
come, let him come, gentlemen, by the body. of St. 
George I'll not kill him. | 
5 [ 7 hey offer to fight again, and are parted. 
Caſb. Hold, hold, good gentleman. ; 
Down. You whorſon, bragging coyſtril ! 
Enter Kiteley. | | 
Kits. Why how now? what's the matter? what's 
the ſtir here? | 
« Whence ſprings the quarrel, Thomas ? where is he ?? 
Put up your weapons, and put off this rage: 
My wife and ſiſter, they are cauſe of this. 
What, Thomas ? where is this knave ? 
Caſh. Here, fir. | | | | | 
el. Come, let's go: This is one of my brother's 
ancient humours, this. . | 
[ Ereunt Wel. Mat. Bob. and E. Kno. 
Step. J am glad nobody was hurt, by his ancient 
humour. 15 [ Exit, 
Kite. Why, how now, brother, who enforced this 
brawF? | | 
Down. A ſort of lewd rake-hells, that care neither 
for God, nor the devil! And they muſt come here to 
read ballads, and roguery, and traſh! I'll mar the 
knot of 'em e'er I ſleep perhaps; eſpecially Bz, 
there; he that's all manner of ſhapes! and ſongs and 
fonnets, his fellow. But I'll follew em. 
Brid. Brother, indeed, you are too violent, 
Too ſudden in your humour; and you know 
My brother Well. bred*s temper will not bear 
Any reproof, chiefly in ſuch a preſence, _ 
Where every ſlight diſgrace, he ſhould receive, 
Might wound him in opinion, and reſpect. 
.# mou: Reſpect? what talk you of reſpe&t *mong 
„ uch, | | = 
As ha? no ſpark of manhood, nor good manners? 
*Sdains, I am aſham'd to hear you! ReſpeQ ?? [ Exit. 
he © rid 
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* Brid. Yes,” there was one a civil gentleman, 

And very worthily demean'd himſelf! 

Kite. O, that was ſome love of yours, ſiſter! 

Brid. A love of mine? 1 would i it were no worſe, 

brother, 

You'd pay my portion ſooner than you think 155 
Exit. 

Dame. Indeed, he ſeem'd to be a gentleman of an 

exceeding fair diſpoſition, and of very excellent good 

parts!“ What a coil and ſtir is here. [ Exit, 

Kite. Her love, by heav'n! my wife's minion ! 

Fair diſpoſition ? excellent good parts?“ 

Death, theſe phraſes are intolerable ! 

Good parts? how ſhould ſhe know his parts? 

His parts?“ Well, well, well, well, well, well! 

It is too plain, too dear : T: homas, come hither. 

What, are they gone ? 

Caſh. Ay, fir, they went in. 

My miſtreſs, and your ſiſter 

Kite. Are any of the gallants within ? 

Cab. No, fir, they are all gone. 

Kite. Art thou ſure of it ? 

Caſh, ] can aſſure you, fir, 


Kite. What gentleman was that they prais'd ſo, 
Thomas? 


Caf. One, they call him Maſter Kno' well, a hand- 
fome young gentleman, ſir. 

Kite. Ay, I thought ſo; my mind gave me as much: 
I'Il die, but they have hid him i“ the houſe | 
Somewhere; I'Il go and ſearch; go with me, 7. homes, 
Be true to me, and thou ſhalt find me a maſter. [ Exeunt, 

© Enter Cob and Tib. 

Cob. What, 71, Tib, I ſay. | 

© Tib. How now, wha cuckold is that knocks fo 
hard? O, huſband, is't you ? what's the news? 
Cob. Nay sou have ſtun'd me, i'faith! you ha” 

giv'n me a knock o' the forehead will ſick by me! 
« cuckold ? *Slid, cuckold ? | 
* Tib. Away you fool, did I know it was you that 


* knockt? Come, come, you may call me as bad 
© when you litt, 


Cc. 
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Cob. May I? Tiò, you are a whore. 
© Tib. You lie in your throat, huſband. 
Cob. How, the lie? and in my throat too ? do 
* you long to be ſtab'd, ha? 
* Tib. Why, you are no folder, I hope! 5 
Cob. O, mult you be ſtab'd by a ſoldier? Maſs, 
« that's true! when was Bobadil here ? your captain ? 
© that ropue, that foiſt, that fencing Burgullian P-I'll 
£ tickle him, i' faith. | 
7716. Why, what's the matter? trow ! 
© Cob. O, he has baſted me rarely, ſumptuouſly ! 
© but I have it here in black and white ; for his black 
* and blue ſhall pay him. O, the juſtice ! the honeft 
* old brave Trqyan in Lender . / I do honour the very 


_* flea of his dog. A plague on him though, he put 


me once in a villanous fithy fear; marry, it vaniſht 


away like the ſmoak of tobacco; but 1 was ſmoak'd 
* ſoundly firſt, I thank the devil, and his good an- 
gel, my gueſt, Well, wife, or 71 (which you 


© will) get you in, and lock the door, I charge you 


© let no body in to you; wife, no body in to you; 
* thoſe are my words. Not captain Bob himſelf, nor 
the ßend in his hkeneſs; you are a woman, yeu 
© have fleſh and blood enough in you to be tempted ; 
therefore keep the door ſhut upon all comers. 


* Tis. I warrant you there ſhall no body enter here 


without my conſent. 


* Cob, Nor with your conſent, ſweet 775, and fo I 


© leave you. 


* 7:76. It's more than you know, whether you leave 
me {0, 


Cob. How ? 
© Tib. Why, ſweet. 


© Cob. Tut, ſweet or ſow'r, thou art a flower. 
© Keep cloſe thy door, I aſk no more, [ Exeunt.” 


SCEN E Moor fields. 
Enter Ed. Kno'well, Well-bred, and Brainworm. 


E. Kno. Well, Brainworm, perform this buſineſs 
happily, 
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happily, and thou makeſt a purchaſe of my love for 


Ever. 
Mel. I' faith, now let my ſpirits aſe thy beſt fa- 


culties: But, at any hand, remember the meſſage 


to my brother; for there's no other means to ſtart 
him. 

Brai. I warrant you, fir, fear ce J have a 
nimble ſoul has wak'd all forces of my phant'ſy by 
this time, and put *em in true motion. What you 


have poſſeſt me withall, III diſcharge it ph, fir; 5 


make it no queſtion. 


Wel. Forth, and proſper, Brainworm, Faith, 
Ned, how doſt thou approve of my abilities in this de- 
vice? 


E. Kno. Troth, well, howſoever ; but] it will come 


excellent, if it ta ake. 


Wel. Take, man? why it cannot chuſe but tale, 
if the circumſtances miſcarry not: But, tell me inge- 


nuouſly, doit thou affect my ſilter Bridget as thou pre- 


tend'ſt? 
Z. Kno, Friend, am l worth belief? 


el. Come, do not 1. roteſt. In faith, ſhe i is a maid 


of good ornament, and much modeſty ; and except I 


- 


conceiv'd very worthily of her, thou ſhouldſt not have 


her, 


ZE. Nuo. Nay, that I am afraid will be a queſtion 
yet, whether I ſhall have her, or no? 


Mel. Slid, thou ſhalt have her; by this light thou 
Fs | 
E. Kng. Nay, do not ſwear. 
IVel. fy this hand #bou ſhalt have her; I'll go fetch 


her preſently. Point but where to meet, and as Iam 


an honeſt man I'll bring her. 
E. Kno. Hold, hold, be temperate. 


Vel. Wny, by what ſhall I ſwear by? thou 
falt have her, as I am 


Z. Kno. Pr'ythee, be at peace, I am ſatisfied ; and 
do believe thou wilt omit no offered occaſion to make 


Wel. 


my deſires compleat, 


— — ——— — ũꝛ0—̃ 
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Nel. Thou ſhalt ſee, and know, I will not. 
[ Exeunt's 
Enter Formal, and Kno'well.. 
Form. Was your man a ſoldier, fir, 5 
Hno. Ay, a knave, I took him begging o' th' way, 
This morning, as I came over Moorfields | 
O, here he is! yo? have made fair ſpeed, believe me: 
| Enter. Brain-worm. 
Where, i' name of ſloth, could you be thus? 
Brai. Marry, peace be my comfort, where I thought. 
T little comfort of your worſhip's ſer- 


vice. 
Kno. How ſo? 
Brai. O, ſir, your coming to the city, your enter- 


tainment of me, and your ſending me to watch — 
indeed, all the circumſtances either of your charge or 


my employment, are as open to your ſon, as to your 
ſelf. | | 


Luo. How ſhould that be, unleſs that villain, Brain 


ee, | 
Have told him of the letter, and diſcover'd | 
All that I ſtrictly charg'd him to conceal ?. 'tis ſo ! 
Brai. I am partly o'that faith, tis ſo indeed. 


Kno. But how ſhould he know thee to be my man? 


Brai. Nay, fir, I cannot tell; unleſs it be by the 
black art! Is not your ſon a ſcholar, ſir? 
Kno. Yes, but I hope his ſoul is not allied 
Unto ſuch helliſh practice: if it were, 
I had juſt cauſe to weep my part in him, 
And curſe the time of his creation. 
But, where didſt thou find them, F:itz-Sawword ? 
Brai. You ſhould rather aſk where they found me, 
fir ; for, I'll be ſworn, I was going along in the ſtreet, 
thinking nothing,. when (of a ſudden) a voice calls. 


Mr. K&no'npel/'s man; another cries, ſoldier : and thus: 


half a dozen of em, till they had call'd me within a 
houſe, where I no ſooner came, but they ſeem'd 


men, and' out. flew all their rapiers at my boſom, 


with ſome three or fourſcore oaths to accompany em; 


and-all to tell me, I was but a dead man, if 1 did not 
confeſs where you were, and how I was employ'd, 


and. 
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and about what; which, when they could not get out 
of me (as 1 proteſt, they muſt ha' diſſected, and made 
an anatomy o me firſt, and ſo I told *em) they lockime 
up into a room i' the top of a high houſe, whence” by 

great miracle (having a light heart) I ſlid down by a 


bottom of packthread into the ſtreet, and ſo ſcaped. 
But, fir, thus much I can aſſure you, for I heard it 
while I was lockt up, there were a great many rich 
merchants and brave citizens wives with *em at a 


feaſt; and your ſon, Mr. Edward, withdrew with one 
of 'em, and has pointed to meet her anon at one Ced's 
houſe, a water-bearer, that dwells by the wall. 
Now, there your worſhip ſhall be ſure to take him, 
for there he preys, and fail he will not. 

E. Kno. Nor will I fail to break his match, I doubt 
not. 

Go thou along with Juſtice Clement's man, 
And ſtay there for me. At one Cob's houſe, fay' 
thou? 

Brai. Ay ſir, there you ſhall have him. [Exit 
Kno'well.] Yes? inviſible? much wench, or much 
ſon ! *flight, when he has ftaid there three or 
four hours, travelling with. the * ge f of won- 
ders, and at a length be deliver'd of air: O, the 
ſport that I ſhould then take to look on him if I durſt ! 
But now I mean to-appear no more afore him in this 
ſhape. I have another trick to act yet. O that I 
* were ſo happy as to light on a nupſon now of this 


Juſtice's novice.” [a/ide.] Sir, I make you ſtay ſome 


what long. 
Form. Not a whit, fir. © Pray you what do you 
mean ir? 

© Brai, I was putting up ſome papers 
: 0 Form. Vou ha' been lately in the wars, ſir, it 
eems.“ 


Brai. Marry have I, fir, to my loſs ; and expence 
of all almoſt 


Form. Troth fir, I'would be glad to beſtow a bot- 


tle of wine o' you, if it pleaſe you to accept it. 
. Brai. O, . 


Form 


„ 
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Form. But to hear the manner of your ſervices, and 
your devices in the wars, they fay they be very ſtrange, 
and not like thoſe a man reads in the Roman hiſtories, 
or ſees at Mile-end. 

Brai. No I aſſure you, fir; why at any time when 
it pleaſe you, I ſhall be ready to diſcourſe to you all 
I know : and more too ſomewhat. [ a/14e. ] 

Form. No better time than now, fir; we'll go to 
the Wind-mill: there we ſhall have a cup of neat 
griſt, we call it. I pray you, fir, let me requeſt you 
to the Wind-mill. 

Brai. P11 follow you, fir, and make griſt of you, 
if I have good luck. [4/4] [ Exeunt 
Enter Matthew, Ed. Kno'well, Bobadil, and Stephen, 

Mat. Sir, did your eyes ever taſte the like clown 
of him, where we were to day, Mr. IZell-bred's halt- 
brother? I think the whole earth cannot ſhew his pa- 
rallel by this day- light. 

E. Kno. We were now ſpeaking of him: Captain 


' Bobadill tells me he is fallen foul o'yon too, 


"a O, Ay, fir, he tare eatned me with the Baſti- 
nado. 
Bob. Ay, but I think, I taught you prevention this 
morning, for that You ſhall kill him aſpen? 
queſtion :- if you be ſo generouſly minded. 

Mat. Indeed, it is a moſt excellent trick? 

Bob. O, you do not give ſpirit enough to your 
motion, you are too tardy, too heavy ! O, it muſt be 


done like lightning, hey? [ He practiſes at @ poſt 


Mat. Rare captain 

Bob. Tut, 'tis nothing, an't be not done in * 
punto! 

E. Kno. Captain, did you ever prove yourſelf upon 
any of our matters of defence here ? 

Mat. O good fir! yes I hope he has. 

Beb. I will tell you, fir. * Upon my firſt coming 
to the city, after my long travel for knowledge (in 
* that myſtery only) there came three or four of 'em 
* to me, at a gentleman's houſe, where it was my 
chance to be reſident that time, to intreat my pr re- 
' , euce 
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« ſence at their ſchools; and withal ſo much impor- 
* tun'd me, that (I proteſt to you, as I am a gentle- 
man) I was aſham'd of their rude demeanour out of 
all meaſure: well, I told 'em that to come to a pub- 
lick ſchool, they ſhould pardon me, it was oppoſite 
© (in diameter) to my humour; but, if ſo be they 
would give their attendance at my lodging, I pro- 
* teſted to do them what right or favour 1 could, as 1 
© was a gentleman, and ſo forth. 
E. Kno. So, fir, then you tried their ſkill? | 
Bob. Alas, ſoon try'd! you ſhall hear fir. Within 
two or three days aſter they came; and, by honeſty, 
fair fir, believe me, I grac'd them exceedingly, 
© ſhewed them ſome two or three tricks of prevention, 
have purchas'd 'em ſince a credit to admuration ! 
* they _ deny this: and yet now they hate me, 
and why? becauſe I am excellent, and for no other 
vile reaton on the earth. 15 
E. Kno. This is ſtrange and barbarous! as ever I 
* heard. : | | 
* Bb, Nay, for a more inſtance of their prepoſte- 
* rous natures; but note, fir.” They have aſſaulted 
me ſome three, four, five, ſix of them together, as 
I have wal:'d alone in divers ſkirts of the town, as 
* Turn-bull, White-chapel, Shoreditch, which were 
* then my quarters; and ſince, upon the Exchange, 
at my lodging, and at my ordinary: where I have 
driven them . me the whole length of a ſtreet, in 
the open view of all cur gallants, pitying to hurt them, 
believe me, Yet all this lenity will not o'ercome their 
ſpleen ; they will be doing with the piſmire, raifing 
a hill a man may ſpurn abroad with his foot at pleaſure, 
By myſelf I could have flain them all, but 1 delight 
not in murder, I am loth to bear any other than this | 
baſtinado for em: yet I hold it good policy not to go 
diſarm'd, for though I be ſkilful, I may be oppreſs'd 
with multitudes. | EC +. 
E. Kno. Ay, believe me, may you fir: and (in my 
conceit) our whole nation ſhould ſuſtain the loſs by it, 
if it were ſo. EF oh 8 
| Bib. 


tain, at all times? 
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Bob. Alas no: what's a peculiar 1 man to a nation? 
not ſeen. 

E. Kno. O, but your ſkill, fir, 

Bob. Indeed, that might be ſome loſs ;- but who 
reſpects it? I will tell-you, tir, by the way of private, 
and under ſeal, I am a gentleman, and live here ob- 
{cure, and to myſelf; but, where I known to his ma- 
jeſty and the lords (obſerve me) I would undertake 


(upon this poor head and life) for the publick benefit 


of the ſtate, not only to ſpare the intire lives of his 


ſubjects in general; but to ſave the one half, nay, 


three parts of his yearly charge in holding war, and 
againſt what enemy ſoever. And how would 1 do it, 
think you ? 

E. Kno. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive. 
Bob. Why thus, fir, I would ſelect nineteen more, 
to myſelf, throughout the land; gentlemen they 


ſhould be of good ſpirit, ſtrong and able conſtitution, 


I would chaſe them by an inſtinct, a character that l 


have: and I would teach theſe nineteen the ſpecial 


rules, as your Punto, your Reverſo, your Stoccata, 
your Imbroccato, your Paſſado, your Montanto ; *till 
they could all play very near, or altogether as well as 
myſelf. This done, ſay the enemy were forty thou- 
ſand ſtrong, we twenty would come into the field the 
tenth of March, or thereabouts ; and we would chal- 
lenge twenty of the enemy they could not in their 
honour refuſe us; well, we would kill them; chal- 
lenge twenty more, kill them; twenty more, kill them 
too; and thus would we kill every man his twenty a 
day, that's twenty ſcore; twenty ſcore, that's two 


hundred; two hundred a day, five days a thouſand ; 


forty thoufand'; forty times five, five times forty, wo 
hundred days kills them all up by computation. And 
this will I venture my poor gentleman-like carcaſs to 


perform (provided there he no treaſon practis'd upon 


us) by fair and diſcreet manhood ; that is, civilly by 
the ſword. 


E. Kuo. Why are you fo ſure of your hand, Cap- 


Bel. 


3 
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Beb. Tut, never miſs thruſt upon my reputation 
"with you. 
"Mn Kino. I would not ſtandin Down-right's ſtate 


then, an' you meet him, for the wealth of any one 
ſtreet. in London. 


Bob. Why, fir, you miſtake me! if he were here 
now, by this welkin, I would not draw my weapon 
on him! let this gentleman do his mind: but I will 
baſtinado him (by the bright ſun) where-ever I meet 
him. 


Mat. Faith, and I'll have a fling at him at my 
diſtance. 


ZE. Kno. Gods ſo, look where he is:; yonder he goes. 


[ Downright walks ower the ſtage. 
Dow. What peeviſh luck have I, I cannot meet 


with theſe bragging raſcals? 


Bob. It's not he? is it? 

E. Kno. Ves faith, it is he.“ 

Mat. I'll be hang'd then if that were he. 

E. Kno. Sir, keep you hanging good for ſome. 
greater matter, for? I aſſure you that was he. 

Step. Upon my reputation it was he, 


Bob. Had I thought it had been he, he muſt not 


have gone ſo: but | can n be induc'd to believe 
it was he yet. . 


E. Kno. That I think, ür. But ſee, he is come 
ag ain! 

Doao. O, Pharaot's ſoot, have J found you? Come, 

draw your tools; ; draw gipſey, or I'll threſh you. 


Bob. Gentleman of valour, I do believe in thee, 
hear me 


Doo. Draw your * then. 
Bob. Tall man, I never thought on it till now 
(body of me) I had a warrant of the peace ſerved on 


me, even now as I came along, by a water-bearer ; 
this gentleman ſaw it, Mr. Matthew, 


Dow. *Sdeath, you will not draw then ? 
[He beats and diſarms him, Matthew runs awe y, 
Bob. Hold, hold, under thy favour forbear. 
Dew. Prate again, as you like this, you . 
-. t01 
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foiſt you. Vou'll controul the point, you? Your con- 
5 is gone? had he ſtaid he had ſhar'd with you, 
ir 

E. Kno. Twenty and till em; taventy more, kill them 
too, ha! ha! ha!” 

Bob. Well gentlemen, bear witneſs, I was bound to 
the peace, by this good day. 

E. Kno. No faith, its an ill day Captain, never 
reckon it other: but, ſay you were bound to the peace, 


the law allows you to defend yourſelf: that'll prove 


but a poor excuſe. 

Bob. I cannot tell, fir. I deſire good conſtruction, 
in fair fort, I never ſuſtain'd the like diſgrace (by 
Heaven) ſure I was ftruck with a planet thence, for 
J had no power to touch my weapon. 

E. Kno. Ay, like enough, I have heard of many 
that have been beaten under a planet: Go, get you 
to a ſurgeon. *Slid, an' theſe be your tricks, your 


paſſadoes, and your montanto's, Ill none of them. 


Bob. I was planet ſtruck certainly.“ [Exit. 
E. Kno. O, manners ! that this age ſhould bring 


forth ſuch creatures ! that nature ſhould be at leaſure 


to make'em ! Come Coz. 

Step. Mais V li ha' this cloak. 

E. Kno. God's will, tis Downright's. 

Step. Nay, it's mine now, another might have ta'en 
it up as well as I, I'Il wear it, ſo I Will. 

E. Kno. How an' he ſee it? he'll challenge it, af: 
ſure yourſelf. | 

Step. Ay, but he ſhall not ha' it? I'll ſay, I bought i it. 

E. Kno. Take heed you buy it not to dear, Coz. [Ex. 


A chamber in Kitely's Houſe. 


Enter Kitely, Well-bred, Dame Kitely and Bridget. 


Kite. Now, truſt me brother, you were much to 
© blame, 
I' incenſe his anger, and diſturb the peace 
Of my poor houſe, where there are ſentinels, 
That every minute watch to give alarms, 


« Of 
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Of your aſſiſtance or occaſion. 


Miel. No harm done, brother, I warrant you: 

« ſince there is no harm done. Anger cofts a man no- 
thing; and a tall man is never his own man *till he be 
* angry. To keep his valour in obſcurity, 1 is to keep 
© himſelf as it were in a cloak-bag.” What's a muſician 
© unleſs he play? What's a tall man unleſs he fight? 
For indeed all this my wiſe brother ſtands upon ab- 
* ſolutely ; and that made me fall in with him fo re- 
* ſolutely. 


* Dame. Ay, but what harm might have come df it, 
© brother? | 


* Wel. Might, fiſter 3 ? ſo might the good warm clothes: 
© your huſband wears be poiſon'd, for any thing he 


knows; or the wholeſome wine he drunk, even now 


© at the table 


© Kite. Now, God forbid ; O me. Now I eber 
my wife drunk to me laſt; and chang'd the cup, 
and bade me wear this curſed ſuit to day. 
See, if Heav'n ſuffer murder undiſcover' d! 
I feel me ill; give me ſome mithridate, _ 
some mithridate and oil, good ſiſter, fetch me; 
O, I am ſick at heart! I burn, I burn. 
« If you will ſave my life, g9, fetch it me, 
Nel. O ſtrange humour! my very breath has. poi- 
ſon'd him. 
« Brid. Good brother be content, what do you mean? 
* The ſtrength of theſe extreme conceits will kill you. 
Dame. Beſurew your heart-blood, brother Well. 
« bred, now, for Jung ſuch a toy into his head. 
« Wil. Is a fit ſimile a toy ? will he be poiſon'd with 
* a ſimile? Brother Kzzeſy, what a ſtrange and idle 
s imagination is this? For ſhame, be wiſer, O my 
* ſoul there's no ſuch matter. 
* Kite, Am not ſick ? how am ! then, not poiſon'd ? 
© am I not poiſon'd ? how am I then ſo fick ? 
| - "od If you be ſick, your own thoughts make you 
* lic | 
el. His jealouſy is the poiſon he has taken. 
Brain. Mr. Kiteley, bs malter Juſtice Clement ſalutes 


* you, 
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a you ; and deſires to ſpeak with you with all poſſible 
peed. 2 | 

Enter Brainworm diſguis'd like Juſtice Clement”s 

* man. 

«© Kite. No time but now? when I think I am fick ? 
« very ſick! well, I will wait upon his worſhip. Thomas, 
Cob, I mutt ſeek them out, and ſet'em ſentinels till 
« ] return. Thomas, Cob, Thomas. [ Exit calling. 

Vel. This is perfectly rare, Brainworm | but how. 
© got'ſt thou this apparel of the Juſtice's man? 

Brain. Marry fir, my proper fine pen-man would 
© needs beſtow the griſt o' me, at the Wind- mill, to 
hear ſome martial diſcourſe ; where ſo I marſhal'd 
< him, that I made him drunk with admiration ! and, 
< becauſe too much heat was the cauſe of his diſtemper, 
I ſtript him ſtark naked, as he lay along aſleep, and 
© borrowed his ſuit to deliver this counterfeit meſſage 
in, leaving a ruſty armour, and an old brown bill to 
c watch him till my return; which ſhall be, when | 
* ha' pawn'd his apparel, and ſpent the better part 
o' the money, perhaps. ne, | 
Wel. Well, thou art a ſucceſsful merry knave, 

© Brainworm, his abſence will be a good ſubject for 
more mirth. I pray thee, return to thy young maſ- 

« ter, and will him to meet me and my ſiſter Bridget 
„at the Tower inſtantly ; for, here tell him the houſe 
is ſo ſtor'd with jealouſy, there is no room for love to 
« ſtand upright in. We muſt get our fortunes com- 
< mitted to ſome large prifon, ſay; and than the 
Tower, I know no better air; no, where the liberty 
of the houſe may do us more preſent ſervice. Away. 

| [ Exit Brainworm, 
© Enter Kitely and Caſh. | 
© Kite. Come hither, Thomas. Now my ſecret's ripe, 
© And thou ſha!t have it: lay to both thine ears. 
Hark, what I ſay to thee. I muſt go forth, Thomas, 
ge careful of thy promiſe, keep good watch, £ 
Note every gallant, and obſerve him well, 
That enters in my abſence to thy miſtreſs: 
If ſhe would ſhew him rooms, the jeſt is ſtale, . 5 
; „ Follow 
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© Follow 'em, Thomas, or elſe hang on him, 
© And let him not go after ; mark their looks ; 
Note if ſhe offer but to ſee his hand, 
Or any other amorous toy about him; 
But praiſe his leg, or foot; or if ſhe ſay 
The day is hot, and bid him feel her hand, 
© How hot it is; O, that's a monſtrous thin 
Note me all this - good Thomas, mark their . 
* And, if they do but whiſper, break 'em off. 
Il bear thee out in it. Wilt thou do this? 
* Wilt thou be true, my Tomas? 

* Caſh. As truth's ſelf, fir. 

* Kite, Why, I believe thee ; where is Cob, now ? 


© Cob ? [ Exit Kitely. 


Dame. He's ever calling for Cob, I wonder how : 


© he imploys Cob ſo! 
To Wet. 


* neceſlary queſtion, for you are his wife, and a thing 


not very eaſy for you to be ſatisfied in: but this I'll 


© afſure you, Cob's wife is an excellent bawd, ſiſter, 


and oftentimes your huſband haunts her houſe ; 5 
© marry, to what end; I cannot altogether accuſe him, 
imagine you what you think convenient. But 1 


have known fair hides have foul hearts, e'er now, 
« ſiſter, x 

* Dame, Never ſaid you truer than that, brother, ſo 
much I can tell you for your learnin Jem , 
* fetch your cloak and go with me, P11 1 5 ter him pre- 
6 ently: I would to fortune I could take him there, 
«y faith, I'd return him his own, T warrant him. 


zel. So let em go: this may make ſport anon. 


Now, my fair ſiſter-in-law, that you knew but how 
* happy a thing it were to be fair and beautiful? 


I, Exit ab Cw 1 


1 


N. B. This ſcene goes on again as it was written n Jonſon, 


at l. ne 22, page 5 2. 


The following ſcenes, between double c-mmas, are the alterations 
of Mr. Garrick : The foregoing ones, between fingle commas, are 
as they were originally written by the author Ben Jonſon, 


Indeed ſiſter, to aſk how he employs Cob, is a 


— . 
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« SCENE A Chamber in Kitely's Houſe, 
Enter Kitely and Caſh. 


« Kite. Art thou ſure, Thomas, we have pry'd 
into all and every part throughout the houſe ? Is 
there no by-place, or dark corner, has ſcap'd our 
« ſearches ? | | £ 
Cab. Indeed, Sir, none; there's not a hole or 
* nook unſearch'd by us, from the upper loft unto the 
« cellar. | | 785 

„Kite. They have convey'd him then away, or hid 
« him in ſome privacy of their own—— Whilſt we 
« were ſearching of the dark cloſet by my ſiſter's 
«© chamber, did'ſt thou not think thou heard'ſt a ruſt- 
ling on the other fide, and a ſoft tread of feet? 

« Caſh. Upon my truth, I did not, Sir ; or if you 


did it might be only the vermin in the wainſcot; 
4 the houſe is old, and over-run with 'em. 


« Kite. It is, indeed, Thomas—we ſhould bane 


„ theſe rats—doſt thou underſtand me—we will 


they ſhall not harbour here; I'll cleanſe my houſe 
«« from 'em, if fire or poiſon can effect it I will not 


aa be tormented thus—They knaw my brain, and 


« burrow in my heart I cannot bear it. 

«© Ca. I do not underſtand. you fir! Good now, 
« what is't diſturbs you thus? pray, be compos'd ; 
« theſe ſtarts of paſſion have ſome cauſe I fear, that 
«© touches you more nearly. 95 

Kite. Sorely, ſorely, T hezx&5—1t cleaves too cloſe 


to me—Oh me- Sg] lend me thy arm ſo, 


« good Caſo. 35 

« Caſp. You tremble and look pale! let me call 
« aſſiſtance. 

« Kite. Not for ten thouſand worlds—Alas! alas! 
ce tis not in med'cine to give me caſe—here, here it 


© lies. 


« Caſh. What, fir? _ 5 | 
© Kite, Why,—nothing,, nothing—T am not ſick, 
« yet more than dead; I have a burning fever in my 
„mind, and long for that, which having, would de- 


„ ſtroy me. 
« Caſh, 
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Cash. Believe me, *tis your fancy's impoſition ; 
"© ſhut up your generous mind from ſuch intruders— 


' hazard all my growing favour with you: Ill. 


« ſtake my preſent, my future welfare, that ſome baſe 
« whiſpering knave, nay, (pardon me, fir) hath in 
the beſt and richeſt foil, fown ſeeds of rank and 
_ ** evil nature! O, my maſter, ſhould they take root, 
| | [Laughing within, 
Kite. Hark! hark! dot thou not hear! what 
_* think't thou now? are they not laughing at me? 
They are, they are. They have deceiv'd the wit- 
„ rol, and thus they triumph in their infamy— This 
* aggravation is not to be borne. (Laughing again.) 
hark, again Cab, do thou unſeen ſteal in upon 
em and liſten to their wanton conference. 


Cab. I ſhall obey you, tho? againſt my will. 


Brit. 


„ Kite. Againſt his will? ha! it may be ſo— He's 
e young, and may be brib'd for them they've 
various means to draw the enwary in; if it be ſo, 
I'm loſt, deceiv'd, betray'd, and my boſom, (my 

« full fraught boſom) is unlock'd and open'd to mock- 
*« ery and laughter! Heaven forbid! He cannot be 
« that viper; ſting the hand that rais'd and cherith'd 
© him! was this ftroke added, I ſhould be curs'd— 
But it cannot be—no, it cannot be. 

9 „Enter Caf. 

« Caſh. Yon are muling, fir. | 

Kite. I aſk your pardon, Caſh,—aſk me not why 
„ have wrong'd you, and am forry—'tis gone. 

_« Caps. If you ſuſpect my faich 


« Kite, I do not - ſay no more—and for my ſake 


« let it die and be forgotten —— Have you-ſeen your 
«© miſtreſs, and heard whence was that noiſe? 


«© Caſh. You brother, Maſter Well-bred, is with 


© %em, and I found 'em throwing out their mirth on 
«« a very truly ridiculous ſubject; it is one Formal, 
* as he ſtiles himſelf, and he appertains (fo he phraſes 
6 jt) to Juſtice Clement, and wou'd ſpeak with you. 

« Kite. With me! art thou ſure it is the Juſtice's 
& clerk? where is he? 


D 3. Enter 
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* Enter Brainworm (as F ormal. 
* Who are you, friend? 


* Brain. An appendix to Juſtice Clement vulgarly 
* call'd his clerk. 


Kite. What are your wants with me ? 
« Brain. None. 
Kite. Do you not want to ſpeak with me ? 
* Brain. No. but my maſter does. 
Kite. What are the Jultice's commands? 
« Brain, He doth not command, but intreats Ma- 
ſter Kitely to be with him dir ect, having matters 
of ſome moment to communicate unto him. 
Kite. What can it be! ſay, I'Il be with him in- 
ſtantly, and if your legs, friend, go no faſter than 
your tongue, I ſhall be there before you. 
Brain. I will. Vale. [ Exit. 
© Kite. Tis a precious fool, indeed !—I mult go 
forth——But firſt, come hither, Thoma. — I have 
admitted thee into the cloſe receſſes of my heart, 
« and ſhew'd thee all my frailties, paſſions, every 
thin Be careful of thy promiſe, keep 8 | 
1 e Ul wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? 
Cab. As truth's ſelf, fir—— 
“ But be aſſur'd you're heaping care and trouble 
Upon a ſandy wo ; 111-plac'd ſuſpicion 
% Recoils upon yourſelf—She's chaſte as comely ! 
« Believ't ſhe is Let her not note your humour; 
«« Diſperfe the gloom upon your brow, and be | 
« As clear as her unſullied honour. _ 

« Kite. I will then, Caſb thou comfort'ſt me— 

I'll drive theſe | 

Fiend-like fancies from me, and be myſelf again. 
«© 'Think'ſt thou ſhe has perceiv'd my folly ? Twere 
« Happy if ſhe had not—She has not— 
„% They who know no evil will ſuſpect none. 

* Caſh. True, fir ! nor has your mind a blemiſh now. 
This change has gladdened me— Here's my miſtreſs 
„And the reſt, ſettle your reaſon to accoſt em. 
«Arte. 1 will, Caſh, I will—— 


«c 


«c 


«c 
cc 
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Enter Well-bred, Dame Kitely, and Bridget. 
«© Hel. What are you plotting, brother Kitely, 
That thus of late you muſe alone, and bear 
© Such weighty care upon your penſive brow? [ Laughs. 
Kite. My care is all for you, good ſneering brother, 
And wellI wiſh you'd take ſome wholeſome counſel, 
« And curb your headſtrong humours ; truſt me, bro- 
« ther, | | 
© You were to blame to raiſe commotions here, 
And hurt the peace and order of my houſe, 
*« Wel. No harm done, brother, I warrant you, 
© Since there is no harm done; anger coſts 
A man nothing, and a brave man is never 
„His own man till he be angry—To keep 
« His valour in obſcurity, is to keep himſelf, 
As it were, in a Cloak-bag: What's a brave 
«-Mubcian ualets he play? ot 
What's a brave man unleſs he fight? 
« Dame. Ay, but what harm might have come of 
« it, brother ? Ie 1 
Vel. What, ſchool'd on both fides! Prithee, 
« Bridget, ſave me from the rod and lecture. 
[Brid. and Wel. retire. 
« Kite. With what a decent modeſty ſhe rates him | 
„ My heart's at eaſe, and ſhe ſhall ſee it i= 
« How art thou, wife? thou look'ſt both gay and 
| « comely | „„ 
In troth thou doſt—I am ſent for out, my dear, 
«« But 1 ſhall ſoon return — Indeed, my life, 
« Buſineſs that forces me abroad grows irkſome, 
J cou'd content me with leſs gain and 'vantage | 
4 To have the more at home, indeed I cou'd, © 


« Dame. Your doubts, as well as love, may breed 
« theſe thoughts. KN 


% Kite. That jar untunes me. 
« What doſt thou ſay? doubt thee? [ A/iae. 
] ſhou'd as ſoon ſuſpect mylſelf—No, no, 
My confidence is rooted in thy merit, 
«« So fixt and ſettled, that, wert thou inclin'd 
* To maſks, to ſports, and balls, where luſty youth 
„ een 
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Leads up the wanton dance, and the rais'd pulſe 
*« Beats quicker meaſures, yet I could with joy, 
With heart's eaſe and ſecurity—not but 
I had rather thou ſhould'ſt prefer thy home. 
«© And me, to toys and ſuch like vanitics. 
« Dame. But ſure, my dear, 
A wife may moderately more uſe theſe pleaſures, 
Wich numbers, and the time give ſanction to, 
Without the ſmalleſt blemiſh on her name. 
Kite. And fo ſhe may — And ll go with thee, 
| EY child 3 | 
„ will indeed — I'll lead thee there myſelf, 
And be the foremoſt reveller.— I'll ſilence 
«« 'The ſneers of envy, ſtop the tongue of ſlander ; 
Nor will I more be pointed at, as one 
„Piſturb'd with jealouſy 
Dame. Why, were you ever ſo? 
© Kite, What!-——ha! never—ha, ha, ha! 
she ſtabs me home. [ 4/ide] jealous of thee ! 
No, do not believe it—ſpeak low, my love, 
_ *« Thy brother will overhear us—No, no, my dear, 
It cou'd not be, it cou'd not be—for—for— 
« What is the time now ?—l ſhall be too late 
«© No, no, thou may'ſt be ſatisfy'd 98 
There's not the ſmalleſt ſpark remaining 
© Remaining! What do I fay? there never was, 
Nor can, nor ever ſhall be—ſo be ſatisfy'd— 
« Is Cob within there Give me a kiſs, 
« My dear, there, there, now we are reconcil'd— 
«« Pl] be back immediately—Good-bye, good- bye 
„Ha! ha, jealous, I ſhall burſt my ſides with laughing; 
« Ha, ha, Cob, where are you, Cos? Ha, ha! 
| [ Exit, 
IWell-bred and Bridget comes foravard. 
Hel. What have you done to make your huſband 
* part ſo merry from you? He has of late been little 
given to laughter. | 
*« Dame. He laugh'd indeed, but ſeemingly without 
*« mirth; his behaviour is new and ftrange: he is 
„ much agitated, and has ſome whimſy in his head, 
that puzzles mine to read it. | 


60 Well. 
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Hel. Tis jealouſy, good ſiſter, and writ ſo largely 
#* that the blind may read it; have you not perceiv'd 
it yer? | 
Dame. If I have, 'tis not always prudent that 
© my tongue ſhou'd betray my eyes, ſo far my wiſ- 
dom tends, good brother, and little more I boaſt 
„ —But what makes him ever calling for Cob ſo? I 
«I wonder how he can employ him. 
Wel. Indeed, ſiſter, to ak how he employs Cob, 
«© is a neceſſary queſtion for you, that are his wife, 
and a thing not very eaſy for you to be ſatisfy'd in 
« —But this, I'll aſſure, Cob's wife is an excellent 
„ bawd, ſiſter, and oftentimes your huſband haunts 
her houſe ; marry to what end, I cannot altogether 
© accuſe him; imagine you what you think conve- 
„ nient. But I have known fair hides have foul 
« hearts, *ere now, filter. | | 5 
Dame. Never ſaid you truer than that, brother; 
© ſo mach I can tell you for your learning, O, ho! 
«« * this the fruit of's jealouſy? I thought ſome game 
was in the wind, he ated fo much tenderneſs but 
*© now, but I'll be quit with him. Thomas, 
| | Exe Call - © 4 
Fetch your hat, and go with me; I'll get my hood, 
© and out the backward way.—lI would to fortune I 
«© could take him there, I'd return him his own, I 
ce warrant him! I'd fit him for his jealouſy! [ Exit. 
„Vel. Ha, ha! fo, e'en let em go; this may 
make ſport anon What, Brain-worm ? | 
© Euter Brain-worm. | 
©<« Brain. I ſaw the merchant turn the corner, and 
* came back to tell you, all goes well; wind and 
«« tide, my maſter, . 
Mel. But how go'ſt thou this apparel of the 
"« juſtice's man? | Ea 
Brain. Marry, Sir. My proper fine penman 
«© wor'd needs beſtow the griſt o' me at the Wind- 
** ill, to hear ſame martial diſcourſe, where I fo 
*© marſhalled him, that I made him drunk with admi- 
ration: and becauſe too much heat was the cauſe of 
D 5 «© kig 
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his diſtemper, I ſtript him ſtark naked, as he lay 
along aſleep, and borrow'd his ſuit to deliver thes 
«*« counterfeit meſſage in, leaving a ruſty armour, and 
an old brown bill, to watch him 'till my-eturn ; 
«© which ſhall be when I have pawn'd his apparel, and 
* ſpent the better part of the money, perhaps. 

„Mel. Well thou art a ſucceſsful merry knave, 
% Brain-worm ; his abſence will be ſubje& for more 
«© mirth. I pray thee return to thy young maſter, and 
will him to meet me and my ſiſter Bridget at the 
« Tower inſtantly ; for here, tell him, the houſe is fo 


„ ſtor'd with jealouſy, there is no room for love to 
_ © ſtand upright in. We muſt get our fortunes com- 


*« mitted to ſome large priſon, ſay, and than the 
« Texwer, I know no better air, nor where the liberty 
** of the houſe may do us more preſent ſervice. Away. 
| | [ Exit. Brain. 
% Brid. What, is this the engine that you told me 
of? What farther meaning have you in the plot ? 
„Wiel. That you may know, fair ſiſter-in-law, how 
happy a thing it is to be fair and beautiful.“ 
Brid. That touches not me, brother. 8 
Fel. That's true; that's even the fault of it: for 
indeed, beauty ſtands a woman in no ſtead, unleſs it 
procure her touching. But, ſiſter, whether it touch 
* you or no, it touches your beauties; and I am ſure, 


© they will abide the touch; an' they do not, a plague 


\ 


of all ceruſe, ſay I; and it touches me too in part, 
though not in the Well, there's a dear and re- 
ſpected friend of mine, ſiſter, ſtands very ſtrongly and 
worthily affected toward you, and hath vow'd to in- 
flame whole bonfires of zeal at his heart in honour of 
your perfections. I have already engag'd my promiſe 
to bring you, where you ſhall hear him confirm much 
more. Ned Kno abel is the man, ſiſter. There's no 
exception againſt the party. You are ripe for a huſ- 
band ; and a minute's loſs to ſuch an occaſion, is a 
great treſpaſs in a wife beauty. What ſay you, ſiſter ? 


On my ſoul he loves you, will you give him the meet- 
ing? 


Bridg. 
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Brid. Faith I had very little confidence in mine 
own conſtancy, brother, if I durſt not meet a man: 
but this motion of yours ſavours of an old knight-ad- 
venturer's ſervant a little too much methinks. 

Wel. What's that, ſiſter ? | 

Brid. Marry, of the go-between. 

Mel. No matter if it did, I would be ſuch an one 
for my friend. But ſee! who is return'd to hinder 
us ? 

Enter Ritely. | 
Kite. What villainy is this? call'd out on a falſe 
meſſage? This was ſome plot! I was not ſeut for. 
Bridget, where's your filter? 
_ Brid. I think ſhe be gone forth, fir. | 
Kite. How! 1s my wife gone forth! whither, for 
God's ſake? 
Brid. She's gone abroad with Thomas, 
Kite. Abroad with T homas ? Oh, that villain among 
me 
He hath diſcover'd all unto my wife; ; 
Beaſt that I was to truſt him. Whither, 1 pray 
You, went ſhe? 

Brid. I know not, fir. : 

Mel. PH tell you, brother, whither I pes ſhe's 

one. 

5 Kite. Whither, good brother ? 

Wel. To Cob's houſe, I believe: but keep my 
counſel. | 

Kite. I will, I will —To Cob's houſe! Dat” ſhe 

haunt there? : 
She's gone a purpoſe now to cuckold me 
With that lewd raſcal, who, to win her favour, 
Hath told her all“ Why wou'd you let her go? 

Nel. Becauſe ſhe's not my wife; if ſhe were, I'd 
« keep her to her tether. 

Kite. So, ſo; now 'tis plain, —I mall ge mad 

„With my misfortunes ; ; now they pour in torrents: 

I'm bruted by my wife, betray'd by my ſervant, 

<« Mock'd at by my relations, pointed at by my neigh- 
„% bours, 


. 5 « Deſpis'd 


ng? 
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Deſpis'd by myſelf.— There is nothing left now 


But to revenge myſelf firſt, next hang myſelf; 
And then—all my cares will be over. [ Exit, 
© Brid Hs ſtorms moſt loudly ; 3 ſure you have 
gone too far in this. 
„Hel. "Twill all end right; depend upon t. But 
let us loſe no time; the coaſt i is clear; away, away; 
* the affair is worth it and cries haſte, 


_ *£ Brid. Ay truſt me to your guidance brother, and 
©« ſo fortune for us. 


Hel. Come, he's once more gone, 
s en, let's loſe no time; th' affair 1s worth it.“ 


\ Exeunt, 
SCEN E, Stocks Market. : 


Enter Matthew and Bobadil. 
Mat. I wonder captain what they wall ſay of my 
going away? ha? 
Bob. Why, what ſhould they ſay ? but as of a diſ. 
creet gentleman? quick wary, reſpectſul of nature's 


fair lineaments? and that's all. 


Mat. Why ſo! but what can they ſay of your beat- 
Bob. A rude part, a wich with ſoft wood, a kind 


. of groſs battery us'd, laid on ſtrongly, born moſt pa- 


tiently; and that's all. 


Mat. Ay, but would any man have offered it in 
Venice? as you ſay? 

Bob. Tut, I aſſure you, no: you ſhall have there 
your nobilis, your gentelezza, come in brave] 
upon your reverſe, ſtand you cloſe, ſtand you firm, 
* ſtand you fair, ſave your retricato with his left leg, 
come to the aſſalto with the right, thruſt with brave 
* ſteel, defy your baſe wood!“ But wherefore do 1 
awake this remembrance ? I was faſcinated by Jupi. 
ter! faſcinated; but I will be unwitch'd, and reveng'd 

by law. 


Mat. Do you hear? is't not beſt to get a warrant, 


and have tm arreſted and brought before juſtice C/e- 


ment P 


Bob, 
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Bob. It were not amiſs, would we had it. 

Mat. Why here comes his man, let's ſpeak to him, 

Bob. Agreed, do you fpeak. 

Enter Brainworm as Formal. 

Mat. *Save you, fir. 

Brain. With all my heart, ſir. 

Mat. Sir, there is one Doaun- right hath abus'd this 
gentleman and myſelf, and we determine to make 
our amends by law; now, if you would do us the fa- 
vour to procure a warrant, to bring him afore your 
maſter, you ſhall be well conſider'd of, I aſſure you, 
fir, | 5 

Brain. Sir, you know my ſervice is my living; ſuch 
favours as theſe gotten of my maſter is his only pre fer- 


ment, and therefore you muſt conſider me as I may 


make beneſit of my place. 
Mat. How is that, fir ? . 


Brain. Faith, fir, the thing is extraordinary, and 


the gentleman may be of great account; yet, be what 
he will, if you will lay me down a brace of angels in 
my hand, you ſhall have it, otherwiſe not. 

Mat. How ſhall we do captain? He aſks a brace of 
angels, you have no money ? 

Bob. Not a croſs by fortune. 

Mat. Nor J, as I am a gentleman, but two pence 
left of my two ſhillings in the morning for wine and 
radiſh : let's find him ſome pawn. 


Beb. Pawn! we have none to the value of his de- 


mand, 
Mat. O, yes, © I'll pawn this jewel in my ear, and 


you may pawn your ſilk- ſtockings, and pull up your 


boots, they will ne'er be miſt: It muſt be done now. 


Bob. Well, an' there be no remedy : Pllſtep aſide 


and pull 'em off, 

Mat. Do you hear, fir? we have no ſtore of mo- 
© ney at this time, but you ſhall have good pawns ; 
© look you, fir, this jewel, and that gentleman's filk- 
* ſtockings, becauſe we would have it diſpatch'd e'er 
we went to our chambers, © I can pawn my ring 

* here, | | 1 | 
« Bob. 
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« Bob. And harkee, he ſhall have my truſty Toleds 
too. I believe I ſhall have no ſervice for it to-day. 

Mat. Do you hear, ſir? we have no ſtore of mo- 
«« ney at this time, but you ſhall have good pawns ; 
“ look you, fir, I will pledge this ring, and that 
«« gentleman his Toledo, becauſe we would have it diſ- 
« patch'd.“ 

Brain. I am content, fir; I will et you the war- 
rant preſently; what's his name, 257 you? Down- 
right ? 9 

Mat. Ay, ay, George Doaun- right. 5 

© Brain. What manner of man is he? 

Mat. A tall big man, fir; he goes in a cloak moſt 
commonly of ſilk-ruſſet, laid about with ruſlet-lace. 

© Brain. Tis very good, fir. 

© Mat. Here, ſir, here's my jewel. 

© Bob. And here are my ſtockings.“ 

Brain. Well, gentlemen, I'Il procure you this war- 
rant preſently; but who will you have to ſerve it ? 

Mat. That's true, captain, that muſt be conſider'd. 

Bob. Body &' me, I know not; tis ſervice of dan- 

er. 
, Brain. Why, you were beſt get one o'the varlets 
o'the city, a fer) Jeant: PH appoint you one, if you 
pleaſe | 

Mat. Will you, fir ? Why, we can wiſh no better. 

Bob. We'll leave it to you, fir. 

[ Exeunt Bob. and Mat. 

Brain. This is rare Now will I go pawn this cloak 
of the juſtice's man's at the brokers, for a varlet's 
ſuit, and be the varlet my ſelf; © and get either more 
* pawns, or more money of Downright, for the ar- 

* reſt,” and ſo get money on all ſides, [ Exit .- 


SCENE the Street before. Cob's Houſe. 


Enter Kno'well. 


Kno. Oh, here it is; IJ am glad I have found it 

now. Hoa ? who 1s within here ? 

2 [Ti appears at the winds 44 
-- T6 
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776. I am within, fir ; what's your pleaſure ? 
Luo. To know who is within beſides yourſelf. 

Tib. Why, ſir, you are no conſtable, I hope? 

Kno. O! fear you the conſtable? then I doubt not, 


You have ſome gueſts within deſerve that fear; ; 
P 11 fetch him ſtraight. 


775. O for Heav'ns ſake, fir. 
| Knoe, Go to. Come, tell me, is not young Kno- 
abell here? 

Tib. Young Kno'wwell ? I know none ſuch, ſir, o 
my honeſty. | 
Kuo. Your honeſty ! Dame; it flies too lightly 
from you. There is no way but fetch the conſtable, 

Tib. The conſtable! The man is mad, I think, 

| Enter Caſh and Dame Kitely. 
Caſb. Hoa, who keeps houſe here? 

Kno. O, this is the female copeſmate of my ſon. 
Now ſhall I meet him ſtraight. * L Ade. 

Dame. Knock, Themas, hard. | 

Caſh. Hoa, good wife ? 

Tib. Why, what's the matter with you , | 

Dame. Why, woman, grieves it you to ope your 
door i ? belike you get ſomething to keep it ſhut. 

Tb. What mean theſe queſtions, pray ye? 


Dame. So ſtrange you make it? Is not my huſband 
here? 


Kno. Her huſband ! | 22 


Dame. My tried and faithful huſband, Maſter Kiteſy. 
775. I hope he needs not to be tried here. 


Dame. No, dame, he does it not for need, but 


« pleaſure. 


« Tib. Neither for need nor pleaſure 3 is he here.” 
Dame. Come hither, Caſþ—l ſee my turtle com- 
ing to his haunts; let us retire. They retire.” 
Kno. This is but a device to baulk me withal. 
| Soft, who is this? *'Fis not my ſon diſguis'd? 
I'll watch him, and ſurprize him. 
Enter Kitely muffled in a cloak. 
% Kite. Tis truth, I ſee, there ſhe ſkulks. 
a * But I will fetch her mow her hold—I will— . 
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I tremble ſo, I ſcarce have power to do the juſtice 

«« Her infamy demands. 

* A. Kitely goes forward, Dame Kitely and K no'- 
„well lay hold of him. 

&« Kyo. Have Ltrapp'd you, youth? you can't ſcape 

me now.” 

Dame. O, fir, have I foreſtall'd your honeſt market, 
Found your cloſe walks? You ſtand amaz'd now, do 
Ah! hide, hide, your face for ſhame.” [you ? 
I'faith (J am glad) I have ſmoakt you at laſt. 
What is your jewel, trow? In, come, let's ſee her; 
(Fetch forth the wanton dame) if ſhe be fairer, 

In any honeſt judgment than myſelf, 

I'll be content with it: but, ſhe is change, 

dhe feeds you fat, ſhe ſooths your appetite, 

And you are well! your wile, - honeſt woman, 

Is meat twice ſod to you; fir! O, you treacher! 
Kno. She cannot 8 thus palably.“ 

* What mean you, woman? let go your hold. 

el ſee the counterfeit——1I am his father, and claim 

him as my own. 

«& Kite. [diſcovering himſelf.) I am your cuckold, 
“ and claim my vengeance. 

„Dame. What, S you wrong me, and inſult me 

cc too ? he” | 
te Thou faithleſs man!” 
Kite. Out on thy more than ſtrumpet impudence. 
Steal'ſt thou thus to thy haunts? and have I taken 
Thy bawd, and thee, and thy companion, 
This hoary- headed letcher, this old goat, 

[Pointing io Old Kno wel,” 

Cloſe at your villainy, and would'ſt thou 'ſcuſe it 
With this ſtale harlot's jeſt, accuſing me? 
O, old incontinent, doſt not thou ſhame, [To him, 
« When all thy power in chaſtity is ſpent,” 
To have a mind ſo hot, and to entice, 
And feed th'enticements of a luſtful woman? 

Dame. Out, I defy thee, thou diſſembling wretch. 

Kite. Defy me, ſtrumpet? aſk thy pander here, 
* he deny it? or that wicked elder? 

Luo. Why, hear you, fir, 

Kite, 
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Kite. Tut, tut, tut; never ſpeak. . 
Thy guilty conſcience will diſcover thee, “'I ſee 
| <«« thro” ev'ry 
Veil you cat upon your treachery : but I have 
«© Done with you, and root you from my heart for ever, 
«© For you, fir, thus I demand my honour's due; 
*© Reſolv'd to cool your laſt, or end my ſhame. [ Drawvy. 

*« Kno. What lunacy is this, © that haunts this man?” 
but up your ſword, and undeceive yourſelf—no arm 
that e'er pois'd weapon can affright me. But! * 
folly, nor cope with madneſs. 

Kite. I will have proofi—l will“ 
So you, goodwife bawd, Cob's wife, and you, 
That make your huſband ſuch a monſter; : 
And you young pander, and old cuckold-maker ; 3. 
IH ha' you every one before the juſtice : | 
Nay, you ſhall anſwer it, I charge you 80. 
0 Come forth thou bawd, 

[ **Goes into the houſe, and brings out Tib. as 

Kno. Marry, with all my heart, fir, 1. go willingly; 

3 I do taſte this as a trick put on me, 
ee, my impertinent ſearch, and juſtly, 
half forgive my ſon for the device. 

9 Come, will you go? | 

Dame. Go, to thy ſhame believe it. 

« Kite. Tho' ſhame and ſorrow both my heart 6 

„ tide, 
th Come on—1 muſt, and will be ſatisfy'd.“ 
Enter Cob. 

Cob. Why, what' 5 the matter here? what” s here 
© to do ? 
* Kite. O Cob, art thou come? I have been abus'd 

© And 'thy houſe : never was man ſo wrong'd ! 

Cob. 'Slid, in my houſe ? my Maſter Kitely? who 
© wrongs you in my houſe ? ©. "4 Hewes 
Kite. Marry, young luſt in old, and old in young 

© Thy wife's their bawd, here have I taken em. 
Cob. How? bawd? is my houſe come to that? 
© am I preferr'd thither? did I charge you to keep your 
doors ſhut, el? and do you let 'em lie open for 
* all comers? {| He falls upon his wife, and brats 10 FE 
© K70, 
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© Kino, Friend, know ſome cauſe, before thou beat'ſt 6. 
* thy wife. 'This's madneſs in thee. 


* Cob. Why, is there no cauſe ? 

* Kite. Yes, I'll ſhew cauſe before the 
* Come, let her go with me. 

Cob. Nay, ſhe ſhall go. | 

715. Nay, Iwill go. I'll fee an' you may be al- 
* low'd to make a bundle o'hemp o'your right and 
* lawful wife thus, at every cuckoldy knave's pleaſure. 
© Why do you not go? | 

_ * Kite, A bitter quean ! come we'll ha' yo 


juſtice, Cob: 


u tam'd,? 
[ Exennte 
SCENE, Stoch. Market. 
| Enter Brain-worm. © : 
Brain. Well, of all my diſguiſes yet, now am I 
moſt like myſelf, being in this * gown. A man 
of my preſent profeſſion never counterfeits, till he lays 
hold upon a debtor, and ſays, he reſts him; for then 
he brings him to all manner of unreſt. A kind of 
little kings we are, bearing the diminutive of a mace, 
made like a young artichoke, that always carries pep- 
per and ſalt in itſelf, Well, I know not what danger 
i undergo by this exploit; pray Heav'n I come well 
off. | Ys 
| Enter Bobadil and Mr. Matthew. 
Mat. See, I think, yonder is the varlet, by his 
Gown. | | 
Bob. Let's go in queſt of him. | 
* Mat.” *Save you, friend ; are not you here by ap- 
pointment of Juſtice Clement's man? 
Brain. Yes, an't pleaſe you, ſir; he told me, two 
gentlemen had wild him to procure a warrant from 
his maſter (which I have about me) to be ſerv'd on 
one Down-right. | | | | 
Mat. It is honeſtly done of you both; and ſee where 
the party comes you muſt arrelt ; ſerve it upon him 
quickly, before he be. aware = 
Enter Mr. Stephen in Down-right's cloak. 
Bob. Bear back, Maſter Matthexv. a 
Brain. Maſter Down-right, I arreſt you in the king's 
name 
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name, and muſt carry you before a juſtice, by virtue 


_ of this warrant, 


Step. Me, friend? I am no Down-right, I: I am 
Maſter Stephen: you do not well to arreſt me, I tell 
you truly; J am in N s bonds or books, I would 
you ſhould know it. lague on you heartily, for 
making me thus afraid be ore my time. 

Brain. Why, now you are deceived, gentlemen. 

Bob. He wears ſuch a cloak, and that deceiv'd us: 
But fee, here a comes indeed; this 15 he, officer. 

Enter Down- right. 

Down. Why, how now, Signior Gull! are you turn'd 

filcher of late? Come, deliver my cloak. 


Step. Your cloak, fir? I bought it even now, in open 
market, 


Brain. Maſter Down-right, J have a warrant I muſt 


ſerve upon you, procur'd by theſe two 2 
Down. Theſe gentlemen ? theſe raſcals! 


name. 


Brain. Go Was Maker yves Clement, to anſwer 
what . can object again 
kindly, 


tain 


8 them Gull, you'll gi'me my cloak ? 


þ -* 


85 I obey thee. What muſt I do, officer? 


you, ſir: I will uſe ”u 


Mat. Come, let's before, and make the juſtice, cap- 
[ Exit, 


[ Exit, 


Bob. The varlet's a tall man, afore Heaw'n! 


Step. Sir, I bought it, and PII keep it. 
Down. You will ? 


Step. Ay, that I will, 

Down. Officer, there's thy fee, arreſt him, 

Brain. Maſter Stephen, I muſt arreſt you. 

Step. Arreſt me! I ſcorn it. Than take your 
cloak, P11 none on't. 


Down. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn now, fir. 


Officer, Pl go with thee to the juſlice's ; bring him 


along. 


Step. Why, is not here your cloak ? what would 


you have ? 


Brain. Keep the peace, I charge you in his majeſty? D ; 


Downs #5 
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Down. Vil ha? you anſwer it, fir. 

. ain. Sir, I'll take your word, and this gentle- 

man's too, for his appearance. 

Down. I'll ha' no words: bring him along, 

g * Sir, I may chuſe to do that, I may take 
© ba 
© Downs. Tis true, you may take bail, and chuſe, 2 
© at another time; but you ſhall not now, varlet : bring 
* him along, or or I'll ſwinge you. ; 

* Brain. Sir, I pity the gentleman's caſe, Here's 
n Four money again. 

'* Dawn. Sdains, tell not me of my money; bring . 
him away, I ſay. 8 | 

* Brain. I warrant you he will go with you of him- 
« felf, ſir, 

* Down. Yet more ado?” 

Brain. J have made a fair maſh on't. 

Step. Muſt I go? | 
Brain. I know no remedy, Maſter Srephen. 

Down. Come along, before me here ; 1 do not love 

your han nging look behind. 

Step. Why, fir. I hope-you cannot hang me for! it. 
Can he, fellow)? 

Brain. I think not, ſir: it is but a whipping mareer, 
ſure. 
Step. Why then let him do his worſt, I am reſolute. 


[Exeunt. 


* 


* 


— 
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ACT „. 
S CE NE, A hall in Juſtice Clement's 1 . 


Enter Clement, Kro'well, Kitely, Dame Kitely, 
Tib, Caſh, Cob, and Servants. 


AY, but ſtay, ſtay, give me leave: my 
chair, firrah. You, Maſter Kao'well, ſay. 
went thither to meet your ſon ? 

Kno. Ay, fir. 

Clem. Bur who directed you thither ? 

Kno. That did mine own man, fir. 


Clem. 


Clem. 
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Clem. Where is he? 


Nuo. Nay, I know not now; I left him with your 
clerk, and appointed him to ſtay here for me. 

"Ch. My clerk ? About what time was this ? 

Kno. Marry, between one and two, as I take it. 


Clem. And what time came my man with the falſe 


meſſage to you, Maſter Kitely? 
Kite. After two, fir, 


Clem. Very good: but, Miſtreſs Kitely, how chance 
it that you were at Cob's ? ha? 


Dame. An' pleaſe you, fir, I'II tell you: my bro- 


ther Wel]-bred told me, that Cob's houſe was a ſuſ- 
pected place 
Clem: So it appears, methinks; but on. 
Dame. And that my huſband us'd thither, daily. 
Clem. No matter, ſo he us'd himſelf well, miſtreſs. 
Dame. True, ſir; but you know what grows by ſuch 
haunts oftentimes. 
Clem. I ſee rank fruits of a jealous brain, miſireſh 


 Kitely: but did you find your: huſband there, in that 
caſe as you ſuſpected? 


Kite. I found her there, 5 


Clem. Did you ſo? that alters the caſe. Who gave 


you knowledge of your wife's being there? 
Kite. Marry, that did my brother Hell- bed. 
Clem. How ? Wells bred firſt tell her; then tell you 
after? Where is Well-bred? 
Kite. Gone with my ſiſter, fir, I know not whither. 
Clem. Why, this is a meer trick, a device; you are 


guil'd in this moſt groſly all. Alas, 525 wench, 


wert thou ſuſpected for this ? 
Tib. Yes, © molt pitifully,? and't pleaſe you. 
© Cob. And worthily, I hope, if it ſhall prove ſo.“ 
| Clem: © Ay, that's like, and a piece of a ſentence,” 
Enter Servant. 
How now, fir? what's the ma tter | | 
Ser, Sir, there's a gentleman Y the court without, 
deſires to ſpeak with your worſhip. 
Clem. A gentleman ? what's he? 
Ser. A ſoldier, fir, he ſays. 


Clem. A ſoldier? Take down my armour, my 
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ſword, quickly. A ſoldier ſpeak with me! * why, 


« x . 
ven, knaves? Come on, come on, [He arms him- 


* felf.] hold my cap there, ſo; give me my gorget, 
* my ſword:? ſtand by, I will end your matters anon 
et the ſoldier enter. Now, fir, what ha' you 
to ſay to me? | 

Enter Bobadil and Matthew, 

Bob. By your worſhip's favour — 

Clem. Nay, keep out, ſir; I know not your pre- 
tence, You ſend me word, fir, you are a ſoldier : 
why, fir, you ſhall be anſwer'd here, here be them 
have been amongſt ſoldiers. Sir, your pleaſure. 

Bob. Faith, fir, ſo it is, this gentleman and myſelf 
have been moſt uncivilly wrong'd and beaten, by one 
Down-right, a coarſe fellow, about the town here; 
and for my own part, I proteſt, being a man in no ſort 
given to this filthy humour of quarrelling, he hath 
aſſaulted me in the way of my peace, deſpoiPd me of 


mine honour, diſarm'd me of my weapons, and rudely 


laid me along in the open ſtreets, when I not ſo much 
as once offer'd to reſiſt him. $670, 
Clem. O, God's precious! Is this the ſoldier ? 
Here, take my armour off quickly.“ Lie there my 
« ſavord,” *twill make him ſwoon, I fear; he is not 
fat to look on't, that will put up a blow. 
Mat. An't pleaſe your worſhip, he was bound to the 


peace. 


Clem. Why, an' he were, ſir, his hands were not 
bound, were they? | 
Ser. There's one of the varlets of the city, fir, has 


brought two gentlemen here; one, upon your wor- 
ſhip's warrant. 


Clem. My warrant ? . 
Ser. Ves, ſir; the officer ſays, procur'd by theſe 
two. © 1 | 
Clem. Bid him come in. Set by this picture. 
Enter Down-right, Stephen and Brain-worm. 


What, Mr. Dowwn-right! are you brought at Mr. Freſo- 
_ «vater's ſuit here ? 


Down, Ay faith, fir, And here's another brought 
at my ſuit, : 3 


Clem, 
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Clem, What are you, fir? 

Step. A gentleman, fir. O, uncle! + 

Clem. Uncle! who? Maſter Kno'avel]? 

Kno. Ay, ſir; this is a wiſe kinſman of mine. ö 
Step. God's my witneſs, uncle, I am wrong'd here 


mon{trouſly ; he charges me with ſtealing of his cloak, | 


and would I might never ſtir, if I did not find it in 
the ſtreet by chance. 


Dewn. O, did you find it now? you ſaid you bought 
it e'er while. | | 1 20 

Step. And you faid, I ſtole it: nay, now my un- 
cle is here, I'll do well enough with you. Ty 

Clem. Well, let this breathe awhile : you that have 
cauſe to complain there, ſtand forth: had you my 
warrant for this gentleman's apprehenſion ? 

Bob. Ay, an't pleaſe your worſhip. ; 

Clem. Nay, do not ſpeak in paſſion ſo: where had 
you it? 1 | | | 

Bob. Of your clerk, fir. N 

Clem. That's well! an' my clerk can make war. 
rants, and my hand not atem! where is the warrant ? 
officer, have you it? | TO 
Brain. No, fir, your worſhip's man, Maſter For- 
mal, bid me do it for theſe gentlemen, and he would 
be my diſcharge. + 16 

Clem. Why, Maſter Down-right, are you ſuch a 
novice, to be ſerv'd and never ſee the warrant ? 


Down. Sir, he did not ſerve it on me. 
Clem. No? how then? 


Down. Marry, fir, he came to me, and ſaid he 

muſt ſerve it, and he would uſe me kindly, and ſo— 

Clem. O God's pity, was it ſo, fir? he muſt ſerve 

it? © Give me my long ſword there, and help me off. 

So, come on, tir varlet, I muſt cut off your legs, 

« firrah: nay, ſtand up, I'll uſe you kindly ; I mult 
cut off your legs, I ſay. | 

I He. flonrijhes ever him with his long ſavord, 

© Brain. O, good fir, I beſeech 


you; nay, good 
* maſter juſtice. | 


Clem. I muſt do it, there is no remedy, I muſt 


« cut off your legs, ſirrah, I muſt cut off your ears, y'0u 


„ raſcal, 
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* raſcal, Imuſtdoit; I muſt cut off your noſe, I muſt 
© cut off your head. 
Brain. O, good your worſhip. 

Cen. Well, riſe, how doſt thou do now? doſt 
© thou feel thyſelf well? haſt thou no harm? 

Brain. No, I thank your good worſhip, fir. 
Clem. Why, ſo? I ſaid I muſt cut off thy legs, 
Land I muſt cut off thy arms, and I muſt cut off thy 
head; but, I did not do it: ſo you faid you mult 
© ſerve this gentleman with my warrant, but you did 
not ſerve him. Give me a warrant, I muſt ſerve 
one too. You knave, you flave, you rogue, do you 
ſay you muſt, ſirrah? away with him to the goal, I' ll 


teach you a trick, for your muſt, ſir. 


Brain. Good, ſir, I beſeech you, be good to me. 
Clem. Tell him he ſhall to the goal, away with him, 
I ſay. 


Brain, Nay, fir, if you will commit me, it ſhall 


be for committing more than this; I will not loſe by 


my travel, any grain of my fame, certain. 
| [Throws off his diſeuiſe, 
Clem, How is this ? 
Kno. My man Brain-worm ? 
Step. O yes, uncle, Brain-worm has been with my 


couſin Edvard and J all this day. 


Clem. I told you all, there was ſome device. 
Brain. Nay, excellent juſtice, ſince have laid my 
ſelf thus open to you, now ſtand ſtrong for me; both 


with your {word and your balance. 


Clem. Body o'me, a merry knave ! give me a bowl 
of ſack: if he belong to you Maſter Kno'well, I be- 
ſpeak your patience. 

Brain, That is it, IJ have moſt nced of. Sir, if 
you'll pardon me only , Pl glory in all the ret of my 
exploits. 

Kno. Sir, you know I love not to have my favours 
come hard from me. You have your pardon, though 
I ſuſpect you ſhrewdly for being of counſel with my 
ſon againſt me. 

Brain. Y es, faith, T have, ſir, though you retain'd 

< me 
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me doubly this morning for yourſelf : firſt as Prain- 
eworm'; after, as Fitz-Sword, I was your reform'd 
ſoldier, fir, *Twas I ſent you to Cob's upon the er- 
rand without end. 7 0 

Kno. Is it poſſible ! or that thou ſhould'ſt diſguiſe 
thy language ſo as I ſhould not know thee ? 

Brain. O fir, this has been the day of my meta- 
morphoſis! it is not that ſhape alone that I have run 
through to-day, I brought © this gentleman,* Mr. 
Kitely, a meſſage too, in the form of Mr. Juſtice's 

man here, to draw him out o' th* way, as well as your 
worſhip, while Maſter ////-bred might make a con- 
veyance of Miſtreſs Bridget to my young. maſter. 

* Kite, How! my ſiſter ſtol'n away ?? 

Kuno. My ſon is not married, I hope! 


Brain, Faith, fir, they are both as ſure as love, a 


prieſt, and three thouſand pounds (which is her por- 
tion) can make 'em; and by this time are ready to be- 
ſpeak their wedding ſupper at the Wind-mull, except 
| ſome friend here prevent 'em, and invite 'em home. 

Clem. Marry that will I (I thank thee for putting 
me in mind on't) ſirrrah, go yon and fetch 'em hither 
upon my warrant. Neither's friends have cauſe to be 
ſorry, if I know the young couple aright. * Here, I 
© drink to thee for thy good news.“ But, I pray thee, 
what haſt thou done with my man Formal ? 

Brain. Faith, ſir, after ſome ceremony paſt, as 
making him drunk, firit with ſtory, and then with 
wine (but all in kindneſs) and ſtripping him to his 
ſhirt, I left him in that cool vein ; departed, fold 
your worſhip's warrant to theſe two, pawn'd his 
livery for that varlet's gown'to ſerve it in; and thus 


have brought myſelf by my activity to your worſhip's | 


conſideration, 


Clem. And I will conſider thee in another cup of 
ſack. Here's to thee; which having drunk off, this 


is my ſentence. Pledge me. Thou haſt done, or aſ- 


ſiſted to do nothing, in my judgment, but deſerves to 
be pardon'd for the wit o'the offence. ** Go into the 
* next room; let maſter Kitely into this whimſical buſi- 
** nc/s,. and if he does not forgive thee, he has leſs mirth 


ve 7 1＋ 
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in him, than an honeſt man cught to have.” If thy 

* maſter, or any man here, be angry with thee, I mall 
ſuſpect his engine while I know him for't. How 
© now, what noiſe is that ? | 

Serv. Sir, it is Roger is come home. 

Clem. Bring him in, bring him in, W hat! drunk 
in arms againſt me? your reaſon, your reaſon for this.” 

Fuer Formal. 
© For. I beſeech your worſhip to pardon me ; I hap- 
* pen'd into ill company by chance that caſt me into 
a ſleep, and ſtript me of all my clothes — 

Clem. Well, tell him I am juſtice Clement, and 
« do pardon him : but what is this to your armour ? 
* what may that that ſignify ? 

Form. An't pleaſe you, fir, it hung up 1 e ben 
where I was ſtript; and 1 borrow'd it of one o' the 
* drawers to come home in, becauſe I was loth to do 

« penance through the ſtreet i'my ſhirt,” 

Clem. Well, ſtand by a while.“ How now, Who 
are theſe? 
Enter Ed. Kno'well, Well. bred, 3 Bridget. 

« O, the young company. - Walcome,. welcome. Give 
* you joy. Nay, Mrs. Bridget, bluſh not, ycu are not 
« /o freſh a bride, but the news cf it is come hither be- 
ore you. Maſter bridegreem, I have made your peace, 
give me your hand, So will J for the reſt, ere you for- 
© /ake my roof.” | 

All. We are the more bound to your humanity, fir. 

Clem. Only theſe two have ſo little of man in *em 
they are no part of my care. 

el. Yes, fir, let me pray you for this gentleman, 
* he belongs to my ſiſter the bride. 

* Clem. In what place, fir ? | 

el. Of her delight, fir, below the ſtairs, and in 

« publick ; her poet, fir, , 
Clem. A poet? I will Sb him myſelf pre- 
« iently at extempore. 
* Mount up the Phlegon muſe, and fabi, | 
* How, Saturn /iittng in an ebon cloud, 
* Diſreb*d his podex white as ivory, 
Aud through the welkin thundt ed a aloud. a 
5 
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el. He is not for extempore, fir. He is all for 
© the pocket- muſe: pleaſe you command a ſight of it. 
Clem. Yes, yes, ſearch him for a taſte of his vein. 
Mel. You maſt not deny the king's Juſtice, fir, 
© under a writ o' rebellion, 
Clem. What! all this verſe? body o' me, he car- 
* ries a whole realm, a common- wealth of 3 in's 
hoſe! let's ſee ſome of his ſubjeRs. 
* Unto the bcundleſt ocean of thy face, l 
© Runs this poor river cbarg d with ftreams of eyes. 
How? this is ſtoln! 
E. Kno. A parody! a parody ! with a kind of 
* miraculous gift, to make it abſurder than it was. 
Clem. Is all the reſt of this batch? bring me a 
* torch ; lay it together, and give fire. Cleanſe the 
air. Here was enough to have infected the whole 
city, if it had not been taken in time! fee, ſee, how 
our poet's glory ſhines! brighter and brighter! ſtill 


© it increaſes! G, now it's at the higheſt : and now it 
_ * declines as faſt. You may ſee, /ic tranſit gloria mundi. 


_ * Eno, There's an emblem for you ſon, and your 
© ſtudies ! 

Clem. Nay, no ſpeech o. or a& of mine be drawn 
© againit ſuch as profeſs it worthily. They are not 
born every year, as an alderman. There goes more 
© to the making of a good poet, than a ſheriff, Mr. 


_* Kitely, you look upon me! though I live the 


city here, amongſt you, I will do more reverence 
to him, when J meet him, than I will to the mayor 
out of his year. But theſe paper-pedlers ! theſe 
_ * ink-dablers ! they cannot expect reprehenſion or re- 

proach. They have it with the fact. 

E. Kno. Sir, you have ſav'd me the labonr of a 
defence. 

Clem. It ſhall be diſcourſe for ſupper, between 
your father and me, if he dare undertake me. But 


to diſpatch away theſe, you ſign o'the ſoldier, and 
picture o' the poet (but both ſo falſe, I will not ha“ 


* you hang'd out at my door till midnight) while we 
are at ſupper, you two ſhall penitently falt it out in 
K 1 0 there 
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my court without; and, if you will, you may pray 
* there that we may be ſo merry within as to forgire 
or forget you, when we come out. Here's a third, 
* becauſe we tender your ſafety, ſhall watch you, he 
is provided for the purpoſe. Look to your charge, 
4 [Exeunt Bob. Math. and Brainworm.” 

Step. And what ſhall I do? 8 

Clem. O! I had loſt a ſheep an' he had not bleat- 
ed! why, fir, you ſhall give Mr. Down-right his 
cloak, and I will intreat him to take it. A trencher 
and a napkin you ſhall have i'the buttery, and keep 
Cob and his wife company here; whom I will intreat 
firſt to be reconcil'd; and you to endeavour with your 
wit to keep 'em ſo. | | 

Step. Il do my beſt, 

Cob. Why, now I ſee thou art honeſt, 715, I re- 
© ceive thee as my dear and mortal wife again. 

*7:ib. And I you, as my loving and obedient huſband, 

Clem. Good complement ! it will be their bridal 

night too. They are married anew. Come, I 
* conjure the reſt to put off all diſcontent. Call 
« Mafter Kitely, and his wife, there. | 
. % Enter Mr. Kitely and Dame Kitely, 

« Did not I tell you there was a plot againſt you? Did I 
« not ſmell it out, as a wiſe magiſtrate ought ? have not 
« you traced, have you not found it, eh, maſter Kitely ? 

Kite. I Ha,. -I confeſs my felly, and own I have 
«© deſerv'd what I have ſuffered for it. The trial has 
e been ſevere, but it is paſt. All I have to aſt now, 
« 75, that as my folly is cured, and my perſecutors for- 
ge , my ſhame may be forgotten, 

. Kite. That vill Are 4 yourſelf, Maſter Kite- 
« ly; do uct you yourfelf create the focd for miſchief, ard 
« tbe miſchitvous will not prey upon you. But come, let @ 

general reconciliation go round, and let all diſcentents 
« be laid afide.” You, Mr. Dewn-right, your anger; 
you, maſter Knoavell, your cares; Matter Kitely and 
his wife, their jealouſy. _ | 52 

For, I muit tell you both, while that is fed, 

+ Horns i'the mind are worſe than o'the head.” 


Kite. 
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Kite. Sir, thus they go from me; kiſs me, ſweet wife. 


See what a drove 77 horns flie in the air, 

WWing'd with my cleanſed and my credulous breath ! 
Watch em ſuſpicious eyes, watch where they fall. 
See, ſee! on heads, that think tb hawve"none at all] 
O, what a plenteous world of this will come ! 


M ben air rains horns, all may be ſure of ſome. 


_* I ha”? learn'd ſo much verſe out of a jealous man's 
< part in a play. 

* Clem. Tis well! 'tis well! this night we'll dedi- 
*cate to friendſhip, love, and laughter. Maſter 
* bridegroom, take your bride and lead; every one a 
© fellow, Here is my miſtreſs, Brainworm / to whom 
* all my addreſſes of courtſhip ſhall have their refer- 
* ence. Whoſe adventures this day, when our grand- 
children ſhall hear to be made a fable, I doubt not 
but it ſhall find both ſpectators and applauſe,* 
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Alcibiades, by Otway _ 

All for Love, by Dryden 

Ambitious Step-mother, 
by Rowe 

Amboyna, by Dryden 

Amphutryon, by Dryden 

Anatomiſt, by Ravenſcroft 

Anna Bullen, by Bankes 

As you like It, by Shake- 

ſpeare | 

Artful Huſband, by Ta- 
verner 

Athaliah, by Mr.Duncomb 

Aurengzebe, by Dryden 

Bartholomew Fair, by Ben 

Johnſon 

Baſſet Table, by Centlivre 

Beaux erden, by Far- 
quhar 

Beggars Opera, by Gay 

Biter, by Rowe _ 

Bold Stroke for a Wife 

Britiſh Enchanters, 
Lanſdown 

Buſiris, by Dr. Young 
Buſy Body, by Centlivre 

_ Caius Marius, by Otway 

Careleſs Huſband, by Cib- 

r 

| Catiling. by Ben Johnſon 

Cato, by Addiſon | 


by 


Chances, by D. Bucking- 
ham 

Chaplet, by Mr. Mendez 

Cleomenes, by Dryden 

Cobler of Preſton _ 

Comedy of Errors, by 
Shakeſpeare x 

Ny Rs Lovers, by Cib- 

er 


Committee, by Sir R. 


Howard 


Confoderaty; by Vanbengh 
Conſcious Lovers, by Steele 


Conſtant Couple, by She 


quhar 


Contrivances, by Carey 


Country LAS, DYC. Joha- 


ſon 


Country Wife, byWycherly 


Cymbeline, altered by Mr. 
Garrick 


Damon and Phillida, by 


Mr. Dibden - 
Devil of a Wife 


Devil to pay, by Coffey 
Diſtreſſed Mother, 


by 
Amb. Phillips 


Don Carlos, by Otway 

Double Dealer, by Con- 
greve 

Double Gallant, by Cibber 

Dragon of Wantley 


Drummer, by Addiſon 


Duke and no Duke; by Sir 
A. Cockain 5 
Puke of Guiſe, by Dryden 


Earl of Eſſex, by Baukes 


PLAYS for T. Lownvzs and Panty 


Every Man in his Humour 
Fair Penitent, by Rowe 
Fair Quaker of Deal, by 
Ci. Shadvell | 

Falſe Friend 
Fatal Curnotity 
Fatal Secret, by Theobald 
Flora, or Hob in the Well 
Fox, by Ben Johnſon 


Friendſhip in Faſhion, by 


Otway 
Funeral, by Sir R. Steele 
Gameſter „by Mrs Centlivre 
Gentle Shepherd 
George Barnwell, by Lillo 
Gloriana 
Greenwich Par 
Hamlet, by Sha akeſpear 
Henry 1V. 2 Parts, by ditto 
Henry V. by ditto 
Henry VI. 3 Parts, by ditto 
Henry VIII. by ditto 
Henry V. by Aaron Hill 
Honeſt Vorkſhire man 
Jane Gray, by Rowe 
Jane Shore, by Rowe 
Inconſtant, by Farquhar 
King John, by Shakeſpeare 
King Lear, by ditto 
King Lear, by Tate 
Limberham, by Dryden 


Love for Love, by Con- 


greve 

Love in a Miſt 

Lovein a Tub, by Etherege 
Love makes a Man, by C 
Cibber 


Love's Laft Shift, by ks 


Lying Lover, by Steele 
Mac be th, by Shakeſpeare 


3 5 


Man of Mode, by Etherege 


Mariamne, by Fenton 
Meaſure ſor Meaſure, by 
Shakeſpeare | 
Merchant of Venice, by 
Shakeſpeare 
Miſtake, by Vanbrugh 
Mourning Bride, by Con- 
greve 
Much ado about Nothing 
Muſtapha, by Lord Orrery 
Nonjuror, by C. Cibber 
Oedi pus, by Dryden 45 
Old Bachelor, by Congrere 
Oroonoko, by Southern 
Orphan, by Otway 


Othello, by Shakeſpeare _ 


Perjured Huſband 
Perolla and Iſidora, by C. 
Cibber 
Phzdra and Hippolitus, by 
Smith 
Pilgrim, by Beaumont and 
Fletcher | 
Polly, by Mr. Gay 
Propheteſs, by Beaumont 
Provok'd Huſband, by C. 
| Cibber 


Provok'd Wife, by Van- 


brugh 
Recruiting Officer, by Far- 
quhar 


Refuſal, by Cibber 


| Rehearſal, by D. of Bucks 


e by Vanbrugh 
Revenge, by Dr. Voung 
Richard III. by C. Cibber 
Rival Fools, by Cibber 
Rival Ladies, by Dryde 


Rival Queens, by Lee 


PLAYS for T. LowxpES and ParTNERS. 


Romeo and Juliet, altered 
by Mr. Garrick 


Royal Merchant, by Beau- | 


mont 


Rule a Wife and have a 


Wife 
School Boy, by Cibber 
Scornful Lady, by Beau- 
mont and Fletcher 
She would and ſhe would 
not, by Cibber 
She would if ſhe could, by 
Etherege 


Siege of- Damaſcus, by 


ughes 

Silent Woman, by B. John- 

e 

Sir Courtly Nice, by 
Crown 

Sir Harry Wildair, by 
Farquhar 

Sir Martin Mar-All, 

Dryden 

Sir Walter Raleigh, by 
Dr. Sewell 


Squire of Alſatia, by T. 
Shadwell _ 


Stage Coach, by Farquhar 


State of innocence, by 

Dryden | 

Strollers 

Suſpicious Huſband, by 
Dr. Hoadley 

Tamerlane, by Rowe 

Tempeſt, by Shakeſpeare 


Tender Huſband, by Steele 


Theodoſius, or the Force 
of Love 


Timon of Athens, by : 


N 


by 


* 


Titus and Berenice, with 
the Cheats of Scapin, 
by Otway 

Twelfth Night, by Shake- 
ſpeare 2 

Twin Rivals, by Far- 
quhar | 8 : 

Two Gentlemen of Ve- 
rona 


Venice Preſerved, by Ot- 


way _ 

Ulyſtes, by. Rowe 

Way of the World, by 
Congreve 


What d'ye call it? by Ga 
Wiſe to be let 9" 
Wife's Relief, or Huſ- 


band's Cure - 
Wild Gallant, by Dryden 
Wit without Money 
Woman's a Riddle 
Wonder, a Woman keeps 
a Secret, by Centlivre 
Zara, with the Interlude, 
by A. Hill Eſq; 
Agis, 1s 
Arden of F everſham, 18. 
Douglas, is 
Eaſtward Hoe, 1s 
Geatleman Dancing Maſ- 
ter, 18 
Love in a Wood, 1s 
Paſquin, 1s 
Perkin Warbeck, 1s 
Plague of Riches, French 
and Engliſh, 1s | 
Plain Dealer, is 
Siege of Aquileia, 18 
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